DANIEL DERONDA 



Let thy chief tei loi be of tlnnc own e»oul : 
There, 'nnd the throng of hurr> mg d( •jiren 
Thnt trample on the dtad to Rt i/e Uieir k]>oi1 
ImikH vengeance, fooilosfi, inesistible 
As exhalations laden with hIow death, 

And o er the forest troop of tai>turpd joys 
Breathes jialLd pestilence. 



6«ora« €Hor$ Works 

new Cabinet edition 


53 '^ 


DANIEL DERONDA 



By 

George Eliot 




VOL. ir. 


William Blackwood and Sons 
Edinburgh and London 

1913 


RiGHTS 







Section, \ 


Shed/ J^o, 

\ Serial JVo 





CONTENTS or THE SECOND IfllUME. 


P40I 

^OOK III.-MA1DENS GHOOSINa-Con<»m««;, 1 

H IV.-OWENDOLEN GETS HER CHOlCEr 
„ V -MORDBOU, .... 1S9 

„ VI -REVELATIONS, , 349 




BOOK HI. 

MAIDENS CHOOSING 


(COS^TINUED) 




DANIEL DEROiy)A. 


CHAPTER XXV. 


•How trace the why and wherefore Sn a mind reduced to the barremaaw 
Of a ftutldioaa egoiam, iu which all direct deaires are dulled, and have 
dwindled hrom motives into a vacillating expectation of motives : a mind 
made up of moods, where a fltfhl impulao springs here and there conepio- 
nou^y rank amid the general weedlneaaf Tis a conditloa apt to belUl 
a life too much at large, unmoulded by the pressure of obligation. JVom 
deUriom omnu sumus ffeentlce, saitii Torenoo ; or, as a more familiar 
tongue might deliver it, *As you like* U a bad Jlngcr-post. 


Potentates make known their intentions and affect 
the funds at a small expense of words. So, when 
Grandcourt, after learning that Gwendolen had left 
Leubronn, incidentally pronounced that resort of 
fashion a beastly holo worse than Baden/ the 
remark was conclusive to Mr Lush that his patron 
intended straightway to rolmm to Diplow. The 
execution was sure to be slower than the intention, 
and in fact Grandcourt did loiter through the next 
day without giving any distinct orders about 
paiture — ^perhaps because he discerned that LuMi 
VOL. II. A 2 
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expecting them : he lingered over his toilet, 
Etinly came down with a faded aspect of 
listinotion wl^h made fresh complexions, 
imrith the blood in them, seem signs of 
arity; he lingered on the terrace, in the 
r- rooms, in the reading-room, occupying 
' in being indifferent to everybody and every- 
around him. When ho mot Lady Mallinger, 
however, h^ took some trouble — raised his hat, 
paused, and proved that ho listened to her re- 
commendation of the wat^'rs by replying, “ Yes ; 
I heard somebody Bay how providential it was 
that there always liappcned to bo springs at gam- 
bling places/* 

“ Oh, that was a joke,” said innocent Lady ]\ral- 
linger, misled by Grandcourt’s languid Bciioii8nes|, 
*^in imitation of the old one about the towns and 
the rivers, you know/* 

‘‘Ah, perhaps,” said Grandconrt, witljiout cliango 
of expression. Lady Malliiig(‘r thought this worth 
tolling to Sir Hugo, who said, Oh, my dear, he is 
not a fooL You must not suppose that ho cui/t 
see a joke. He can phiy liis cards as well as most 
of us.” 

“Ho has never seomed to mo a very sensible 
man,” said Lady Mallinger, in excuse of herself. 
She had a secret objection to meeting Grandcourt, 
who was little else to^ici than a largo living sign 
of what she felt to ho her failuie as a wife — the not 
haviit^ presented Sir Hugo with a son. Her con- 
stant reflection was that her husband might fairly 
r^^et his choice, and if he bad not been very good 
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might luive treated her with some Toughness in 
sequence, gentlemen nai^Uy disliking to be jdife 
appointed. ^ 

Deronda, too, had a recognition from Grandcourt, 
for which ho was not grateful, though he took care 
to return it with perfect civility. No roasoniq||MMl^ 
to the foundations of custom could do away with 
the early -rooted feeling that his birth hod been 
attended with injury for which his father was to 
blame ; and seeing that but for this injury brand- 
court’s prospect might have been his, he was proudly 
resolute not to behave in any way that might be iijj- 
terproted into irritation on that score. He saw a 
very easy descent into mean unreasoning rancour 
and fciiumph in others’ frustration ; and being deter- 
'mined not to go down that ugly pit, he turned his 
back on it, clinging to the kindlier affections within 
him as a possession. Pride certainly helped him 
well — the pride of not recognising a disadvantage 
for one’s self which vulgar minds are disposed to 
exaggerate, such as the shabby equipage of poverty : 
ho would not have a man like Grandcourt suppose 
himself envied by him. But there is no guarding 
against interpretation. Grandcourt did believe that 
Deronda, poor devil, who ho had no doubt was his 
cousin by the father’s side, inwardly winced under 
their mutual position ; wheit‘fore the preBen’'e of 
that less lucky person was^nore agreeable to him 
than it would otherwise have been. An imalginaiy 
envy, tlie idea that others feel their comparative 
defioienoy, is the ordinary cortege of egoism ; Ifid 
his pot dogs were not the only beings that Grand- 





liked to feel poirer over in meking tbem 
Hence he waa dvil enongh to exchange 
with Deronda on the terrace abont 
the linnting ronnd Diplow, and even said, **Tott 
bad better come over for a run or two when the 
■apt tfegins.” 

Lnsh, not ’displeased with delay, amused himself 
ve^ well, partly in gossiping with Sir Hugo and in 
answering his questions about Grandcourt’s affairs 
so &r as they might affect his willingness to part 
with his interest in Diplow. Also about Grand- 
court’s personal entanglements, the baronet knew 
enough already for Lusli to feel released from silence 
on a sunny autumn day, when there was nothing 
more agreeable to do in lounging promenades than 
to speak freely of a tyrannous patron behind yA 
bock. Sir Hugo willingly inclined his oar to a 
little good-humoured scandal, which he was fond 
of calling traits de mceurs ; but he was strict in 
keeping such communications from hearers who 
might take them too seriously. Whatever know- 
ledge he had of his nephew’s secrets, he had never 
spoken of it to Deronda, who considered Grandcourt 
a pale-blooded mortal, but was far fiom wishing to 
hear how the red corpuscles had been washed out 
of him. It was Lush’s policy and inclination to 
gratify everybody when ho had no reason to the 
contrary ; and the baronet always treated him well, 
as oxft of those easy-handled personages who, fre- 
quenting the society of gentlemen, without being 
c^^jtotly gentlemen themselves, can be the more 
serviceable, like the second-best articles of our ward- 
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mbe, whioh we use with aioomfivtable freedom from 
anxiety. 

** Welly 701a will let me Hiow the tom of 
said Sir Hugo, ^*if this marriage seems likely to 
oome off after ally or if anything else happens to 
make the want of money more pressii%. My^ 
plan would be much better for him tl^an bnrthen- 
ing Ryelandfi.** 

“That^s true,” said Lush, “only it must not bO 
nrged on him — just placed in his way that the 
scent may tickle him. Grandoourt is not a man 
to be always led by what makes for his own 
interest ; especially if you let him see that It 
makes for your interest too. I’m attached to him, 
of course. I’ve given up everything else the 
^sake of keeping by him, and it has lasted a good 
fifteen years now. He would not easily get any 
one else to fill my place. He’s a peculiar choraoter, 
is Henleigh Grandcourt, and it lias been growing on 
him of late years. However, I’m of a constant dis- 
position, and I’ve been a sort of guardian to him 
since he was twenty : an uncommonly fascinating 
fellow he was then, to be sure — and could be now, 
if he liked. I’m attached to him ; and it would be 
a good deal woise for him if he missed me at his 
elbow.” 

Sir Hugo did not tliink it needful to express his 
sympathy or even assent, and perhaps Lush himself 
did not expeot this sketch of his motives* to be 
taken as exact. But how can a man avoid himfdif 
as a subject in conversation ? And he must nklm 
some sort of decent toilet in words, as in doth oad 
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ah^s listener wm not severe: a member 
□eut could allow for the necessities of 
et ; and the dialogue went on without 
any^dUtnge of mutual estimate. 

Howeveri Lushes easy prospect of indefinite pro- 
Orastination was cut off the next morning by Grand- 
court’s saluting him with the question — 

“Are you making all the arrangements for our 
starting by the Paris train?” 

“ I didn’t know you meant to start,” said Lush, 
not exactly taken by surprise. 

“ You might liwlie» known,” said Grandcourt, look- 
ing at the burnt length of his cigar, and f peaking in 
that lowered tone which was usual with him when 
he meant to express disgust and be peremptoty. 
“Just see to everything, will you? and mind no 
brute gets into the same carriage with us. And 
leave my P.P.C. at the Mallingors.” 

In consequence tlicy were at Paris the next dAy; 
but here Lush w^as gratified by the pnlposal or 
command that he should go straight on to Diplow 
and see that everything was right, while Grandcourt 
and the valet remained behind ^ and it was not until 
several days later that Lush reosiTed the telegram 
ordering the carriage to the Wanchester station. 

He had used the interim actively, not only in 
carrying out Gisndoourt’s orders about the stud 
and household, bat in '^learning all he could of 
Gwendolen, and hoW things were going on at Offon- 
dene. What WMk tlie probable effect that the news 
of tke fauii^< inisfbrtunes would have on Grand- 
court’s fitftil '^stinaoy he felt to be quite incaloul- 
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able. So far as the girl’s poverty might be au 
argument that she would accept an offer from him 
now in spite of any previous coyness, it might 
remove that bitter objection to risk a repulse which 
Lush divined to be one of Grandcourt’s deterring 
motives; on the other hand, the certainty of ac- 
ceptance was just “ the sort of thing ” to make him 
lapse hither and thither with no more apparent will; 
than a moth. Lush had liad his patron under elos^ 
observation for many years, and knew him perhaps 
better than lie know any other subject ; but to know 
Grandcourt was to doubt what he would do in any 
particular ease. It might happen that he would 
b(‘have with an apparent magnanimity, like the 
hsro of a modern French drama, whose sudden 
start into moral splendour after much lying and 
meanness, loaves you little confidence as to any 
part of his career that may follow the fall of the 
curtain. Indeed, what attitude would have been 
more honourable for a final scene than that of 
declining to seek an heiress for her money, and 
determining to marry the attractive girl who had 
none ? ]3ut Lush had some general certainties 
about Grandcourt, and one was, that of all inward 
movements those of generosity were the least likely 
to occur in him. Of what use, however, is a general 
certainty that an insect will npt walk with his bead 
hindmost, when what you need to know is the play 
of inward stimulus that sends him hither and thither 
in a network of possible paths? Thus Lush w^ 
much at fault as to tlie probable issue between 
Grandcourt and Gwendolen, when what he desired 
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mi a fiaifeot ooufidenoe that they would never be 
Imeided. JS&jf Quid have consented willingly that 
[t%ibdooe{l|||po marry an heiress, or tl^t he 
Mbiltld Glaslier : in the one match there 

been the immediate abundance that 
•^P^bgpoctive heirship could not supply, in the other 
iiMft would have b^en the security of the wife's 
ffratitude, for Lush had always been Mrs Glasher’s 
that the future Mrs Grandcourt should 
socialiyil^peivod could not aifect his private 
comfort. H^^^Wloilld not have minded, either, tliat 
there should be no marriage in question at all ; but 
he felt himself justified in doing his utmost to hin- 
der a marriage with a girl who was likely to bring 
nothing but trouble to her husband — not to spea^ 
of annoyance if not ultimate injury to her husband's 
old companion, whose future Mr Lush earnestly 
wished to make as easy as possible, considering 
that he had well deserved such com^)eDiation for 
leading a dog’s life, though that of a dog who 
enjoyed many tastes undisturbed, and who profited 
by a large establishment. He wished for himself 
what he felt to be good, and was not conscious of 
wishing harm to any one else ; unless perhaps it 
were just now a little* haim to the inconvenient and 
impertinent Gwendolen. But the easiest-humoured 
amateur of luxury and music, the toad-eater the 
least liable to nausea, must ho expected to have his 
Busoeptibilities. And Mr Lush was accustomed to 
be treated by the world in general as an apt, agree- 
fellow; he liad not made up his mind to be 
insulted by more than one person. 
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With thiB imperfect preparation of a war policy, 
Lnah was awaiting Grandoourt^s arrival, doing little 
more than wondering how the campaign would 
begin. The first day Grandcourt was much occu- 
pied with the stables, and amongst other things he 
ordered a groom to put a side-saddle on Criterion 
and let him review the horse’s paces. This marked 
indication of purpose set Lush on considering ov 
again whether he should incur the ticklish 
sequences of speaking first, while he was still 
that no compromising step had been taken ; and he 
rose the next morning almost resolved that if Gran<L, 
court seemed in as good a humour as yesterday and 
entered at all into talk, he would let drop the inter- 
esting facts about Gwendolen and her finmily, just 
to see how they would work, and to get some 
guidance. But Grandcouyt did not enter into 
and in answer to a quel^tion'even about 
convenience, no fish could have maintained a more 
unwinking silence. After ho had read his letters he 
gave various orders to be executed or transmitted 
by Lush, and then thrust his shoulders towards that 
usefiil person, who accordingly rose to leave the room. 
But before he was out of the door Grandoourt tamed 
his head sliglitly aud gave a broken languid ** Oh.” 

*^What is itV” said Lush, wlio, it must have 
been observed, did not take his dusty puddings 
with a respectful air. 

**Shut the door, will you? I can’t speak into 
the corridor.” 

Lush closed the door, came forward, and oSAyM 
to sit down* 
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After a little p^nse Grandcourt said, Miss 
jjeth at Offendene?" He was quite oertaih that 
I made it his business to inquire about her, 
some pleasure in thinking that Lush 
ant him to inquire. 

^11, I hardly know,” said Lush, carelessly.* 
*^*rhe family’s utterly done up. They and the 
ooignes too have lost all their money. It’s 
jig to some rascally banking business. The 
poor mother basnet a sou, it seems. She and the 
girls have to huddle themselves into a little cot- 
tage like a labourer’s.” 

** Don’t lie to me, if you please,” said Grandcourt, 
in his lowest audible tone. “ It’s not amusing, and 
it answers no other purpose.” 

“Wliat do you mean?” said Lush, inoie nettled 
thiA was common with him — tlu' piospeet before 
liimTSeing more than commonly dihtinbing. 

“Just tell mo the tnith, will you?” 

“It’s no invention of mine. I have hoard the 
story from several — Dazley, llrackeubhjiw’s man, 
for one, He is getting a new tenant for Offen- 
dene.” 

“ I don’t mean that. Is Miss Ilarlcth th6i^[ Hr 
is she not?” said Grandcourt, M^his farmer tone. 

“Upon my soul, I can’t Lush, rather 

sulkily. “She may have left^^ yesterday. I heard 
she had taken a situation as governess ; she may be 
gone to it for what I know. 15ut if you wanted to 
see Jier no doubt the mother would send for her 
back.” This slipped off hitt tongue without 

strict intontieu. 
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‘^Send Hutchins to inquire whether she will be 
there to-morrow.” ' 

Lush did not move. Like niany persons who 
have thought over beforehand what they shall say 
in given oases, he was impelled by an uneimeoted 
irritation to say some of those prearrange<i vngs 
before the cases were given. Grandcourt, in &ot, 
was likely to get into a scrape so tremendous, wt 
it was impossible to let him take the first Bte|^ 
towards it without remonstrance. Lush retained 
enough caution to use a tone of rational friendli- 
ness ; still he felt his own value to his patron, and 
was prepared to be daring. 

It well for you to remember, Grand- 

co^,flHHi^re coming under closer fire now. 

of the ordinary flirting done, 
which may mean everything or nothing. You must 
make up your mind whether you wish to be ac- 
cepted ; and more than that, how you would like 
being refused. Either one or the other. You can't 
be philandering after her again for six weeks.” 

Grandcourt said notliing, but pressed the news- 
paper down on his knees and began to light another 
cigar. Lush took this as a sign that he was willing 
to listen, and was the more bent on using the op- 
portunity ; he wanted if possible to find out which 
would be the more potent cause of hesitation — 
probable acceptance or probable refusal. 

“Everything has a more serious look now fiian 
it had before. There is her family to be provided 
for. You could not lot your wife’s mother live iSii 
beggary. It will bo a confoundedly hampering 





•ttitir. Kattiag 0 ^ pk ym down in n ttny yw 
haven't been need to ; and in point of money you 
have not too mooh elbow-room. And after all, v^hat 
wQl you get by it? You are maeter over your 
present or future, as far as choosing yonr 
|Hteir JIbs ; it's a pity to go on encumbering &em 
e mere whim, which you may repent of in a 
^ twAvemonth. I should be s^y to sec you making 
mess of your life in tha^ way. If there were 
anything solid to be gained by the marriage, that 
would be a different affair.” 

Lush's tone had gradually become more and more 
unctuous in its friendliness of remonstr ance , and he 
was almost in danger of forgettin|||||B|m was 
merely gambling in argument. ofl^ 

Grandoourt took his cigar out of and 

loo]|»U^ Bteadily at tlie moist end wlm(^ea^usted 
the leaf with his delicate finger-tips, said — 

I knew before that you had an objection to my 
manying Miss Harleth.” Here he made a little 
pause, before ho continued, But I never oMisidered 
that a reason against it.” 

“ I never supposed you did," answered Lush, not 
unctuously, but drily. It was not that 1 urged as 
a reason. I should have thought it might have 
been a reason against it, slter all your experience, 
that you would be acting like the hero of a ballad, 
and making yourself absurd — and all for what? 
You know you couldn’t make up your mind before. 
It’s impafsftle you can care much about her. And 
a^fbr tttr^ks she is likely to play, yon may judge 
of what you heard at Leubronn. How- 
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0n0f wliait I wMied to polat out to you ira«i thoi 
ocin be no ehiHy-abidly now ” 

* Perfectly/’ said Grandoourt, looking round at 
Lnah and tdng him with narrow eyes; “X don*t 
intend that there shonld be. I daresay ifs dis- 
agreeable to you. But if you jgtippose I oare a 
damn for that, you are most stupendously mistaken,^ 
Oh, well/’ said Lush, rising with his hands in 
his pookets, and feeling some latent venom still 
within him, “if you have made up your mindt-^ 
only there’s another aspect of the afibir. I have 
been speaking on the supposition that it was tSty 
solutely certain she would accept you, and that dee-i 
titution would have no choice. But I am not bo 
sure that the young lady is to be counted on. She 
if kittle cattle to shoe, I think. And she had her 
reasons for running away before.” Lush had moved 
a step or two till he stood nearly in front of Grand- 
court, though at some distance from him. He did 
not feel himself much restrained by consequences, 
being aware that the only strong hold he had on his 
present position was his serviceableness ; and even 
after a quarrel, tlie want of him was likely sooner 
or later to recur. He foresaw that Gwendolen 
would cause him to be ousted for a time, and his 
temper at this moment urged him to risk a quaireL 

“ She had her reasons,” he repeated, more signife 
oantly. 

“I had come to that conclusion before, ”• said 
Grandoourt, with contemptuous irony. 

“Yes, hut 1 hardly tliink you know what ker 
feasons were.” * 
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‘‘You do, apparently,” said Grandcourfc, not he 
Jmying by so nmoh as an eyelash that he oared 
ons. 

you hod better know too, that you 
bf the influence you have over her if 
her reasons and accepts you. For 

W, I w^ld take odds against it. She 

Cardell Chase and beard the whole 

GraSlifll^rt made no immediate answer, and only 
went (Jif' smoking. He was so long before he spoke, 
that Lush moved about and looked out of the win- 
dows, unwilling to go away without seeing some 
effect of his daring move. Ho had expected that 
Grandcourt would tax him with ligMmg contrived 
the affair, since Mrs Glashcr was wTep living Hit 
Gadsmere a bundled miles off, and ho was prepared 
to admit the fact : what ho cared about wsf 
Grandcourt should be staggered by the^ <that 
his intended advances must be mt^<k who 

had that knowledge' in her n^H^ been 

scared by it. At length Grandcourt, seeing Lush 
turn towards liim, looked at him again and said, 
contemptuously, “Wluit Ibllowb?” 

Here certainly was mate ” in answer to Lush's 
** check ; ” and though diis exasperation witli Grand- 
court was perhaps stronger tlian it had ever been 
before, it would have been meie idiocy to act as if 
any further move CCfuld be useful. Ho gave a slight- 
shrug with ons idioulder, and was going to walk 
a^ay, when GrSndcourt, turning on his scat towards 
the table, said, at quietly as if nothing had occurred. 
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« Oblige me by jpushing that pen and paper here, 
will you?” 

No thunderous, bullying superior could have ezer* 
cised the imperious spell that Grandoourt did. Why, 
instead of being obeyed, he had never been told to 
go to a warmer place, was perhaps a mystery to 
several who found themselves obeying him. The 
pen and paper were pushed to him, and as he took 
thorn he said, “Just wait for this letter.” 

He scrawled with ease, and the brief notp was 
quickly addressed. “Lot Hutchins go with it at 
onco, will you ? ” said Grandcourt, pushing the letter 
away from him. ^ 

As Lush had expected, it was addressed to Miss 
Harloth, Offendone. When his irritation had cooled 
ijown ho was glad there had been no explosive 
quarrel; but ho felt sure that there was a notch 
made against liim, and that somehow or other he 
was intended to pay. It was also clear to him that 
the immediate' effect of his revelation had been to 
harden Grandcourt’s previous determination. But 
as to the particular movements which made this 
process in his baffling mind. Lush could only toss 
up his chin in despair of a theory. 
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He brings white asses laden with the height 
CM Tyrian vessehi, purple, gold, and balm. 

To bribe iny will 1 11 bid them cliase him forth, 
Nor let him breathe the taint of his surmise 
On my secure resolve. 

Ay tis secure , 

And therefore let him come to spread his frei^t 
For firmness hath its appetite and crave|j|t 
The stronger lure, more strong!} to resist , 
Would know the touch of gold to fling It off, 
Scent wine to feel its lip the Holttror 
Behold soft byssiis, ivory, and illumes 
To say, They re fair, but I will none of them,** 
And flout Enticement in the very face 


Mr Gascoigne one day camo to Offeiidene with what 
he felt to bo tho satisfactory news that Mrs Momport 
had fixed Tuesday in the following week for her in- 
terview with Gwendolen at Wanchester, He said 
nothing of his having incidentally heard that Mr 
Grandcourt had returned to Diplow; knowing no 
more than she did that Leubronn had been the 
goal of her admirer’s journeying, and feehng that 
it would be unkind uselessly to revive the memory 
of a brilliant prospect under the present reverses. 
Iivliis secret soul he thought of his niece’s un- 
iiftelligible oaprioe with regiet, but he vindicated 
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W to hiauelf by conmderin^ -tlittt Ghmdooturl biui 
been the firet to behave oMly, in euddenly wattcmg' 
away when there had been the best opportunity 
for crowning his marked attentions. The Bector^a 
praotioal judgment told him that his chief duty to 
his niece now was to encourage her resolutely to 
foce the change in her lot, since there was no Inani^ 
fest promise of any event that would avert it 

** You will find an interest in varied experience, 
my dear, and I have no doubt you will be a more 
valuable woman for having sustained such a part as 
you are called to.’’ 

** I cannot pretend to believe that I shall like it,*’ 
said Gwendolen, for the first time showing her unde 
some petulance. But I am quite aware that I am 
obliged to bear it” 

She remembered having submitted to his admoni- 
tion on a different occasion, when she was expected 
to like a very different prospect 

** And your good sense will teach you to behave 
suitably under it,” said Mr Gascoigne, with a shade 
more gravity. ** I feel sure that Mrs Mompeit will 
be pleased with you. You will know how to conduot 
yourself to a woman who holds in all senses the rela- 
tion of superior to you. This trouble has come on 
you young, but that makes it in some respects easier^ 
and there is benefit in all chastisement if we adjust 
our minds to it” 

This was precisely what Gwendolen was unable to 
do ; and after her uncle was gone, the bitter tean, 
which had rarely come during the late trouble, roi%i 
and fell slowly as she sat alone. Her heart dmiidd 
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thait the trouble was easier because she was young. 
When was she to have any happiness, if it did not 
W)m6 while she was young ? Not that her visions 
possible happiness for herself were as unmi^ed 
widi necessary evil as they used to be — not that 
ebe could still imagine herself plucking the fruits 
of life without suspicion of their core. But this 
general disenchantment with the world — nay, with 
herself, since it appeared that she was not made for 
easy pre-eminence — only intensified her sense of 
forlomness : it \\«i> a visibly sterile distance enclos- 
ing the dreary patli at her feet, in which she had 
no courage to tread. She was in that first crisis of 
passionate youthful rebellion against what is not 
fitly called pain, but rather the absence of joyy- 
that first rage of disappointment in life's corning, 
which we whom the years have HubduedllNn|PIH 
remember but dimly as part of 

and so to be intolerant of its jttftNttbtbsW’ unreason- 
ableness and impiety. Wlfitf^«^p^0iti(Q''^'A^mB more 
absurd, when we have g64 it and looked 

a^telamity as a collective risk, than this amazed 
d hjfiish that I and not ThoU| He, or She, should 
be jtftt the stuitleto one? Ybt fierhaps some who 
have aflterwUrds made thomMlVes a billing fence 
before tlie bisast of another, and have carried their 
own heart>#oUnd in heroic silence — some who liave 
made their latter deeds great, nevertheless began 
with* this^ angry amazement at their own smart, and 
on the niNMe denial of their fantastic desires raged 
as if niAarr the sting of waUps which reduced the 
universsfi^te them to an unjust infliction of paim 
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This was nearly poor Gwendolen’s condition. Whiit 
though such a reverse as hers had often happened 
to other girls? The^ne point she had been all her 
life learning to care for was, that it had happened to 
her : it was what the felt under Elesmer’s demonstra- 
tion that she was not remarkable enough to com- 
mand fortune by force of will and merit ; it was what 
she would feel under the rigours of Mrs Mompert’s 
constant expectation, under the dull demand tba| 
she should be cheerful with three Miss Momperts, 
under the necessity of showing herself entirely 
submissive, and keeping her thoughts to herself. ^ 
To be a queen disthronod is not so hard as some 
other down- stopping : imagine one who had been 
made to believe in his own divinity finding all 
hotaage withdrawn, and himself unable to perform 
a miracle that would recall the homage and restore 
bis own confidence. Something akin to this illusion 
and this helplessness had befallen the poor spoiled 
child, with the lovely lips and eyes and the majestic 
figure — which seemed now to have no magic in 
them. 

She rose from the low ottoman where she had 
been sitting purposeless, and walked up and down 
the drawing-room, resting her elbow on one palm 
while she leaned down her cheek on the other, and 
a slow tear fell. She thought, I have alwaysi 
ever since I was little, felt tliat mamma was not a 
happy woman ; and now I daresay I sliall be m*ore 
unhappy than she has been.” Her mind dwelt for 
a few moments on the picture of herself losing hei^'a 
youth and ceasing to enjoy — not minding whether 
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did tluB or that : but Buoh pioturing inevitably 
brought back the image of her mother. ^^Poor 
mamma I it will be still worse^for her now. I can 
get a little money for her — that is all I shall 
care about now.” And then with an entirely new 
movement of her imagination, she saw her mother 
getting quite old and white, and herself no longer 
young but faded, and their two faces meeting still 
with memoiy and love, and knowing what 
was in her mother^s mind — “ Gwen too. is 
sad and faded now ” — and then fer the first time 
she sobbed, not in anger but with a sort of tender 
misery. 

Her face was toward# tlie door, and she saw her 
mother enter. Slie barely saw that ; for her eyes 
were large with tears, and she pressed her ha^id* 
kerchief against them hurriedly. Before she ^k 
it away she felt her mother's arms round 
this sensation, which seemed a prolongation of her 
inward vision, overcame her will to be reticent: 
she sobbed anew in spite of herself, as they pressed 
their cheeks together. 

Mrs Davilow had brought something in her hand 
which had already caused her an agitating anxiety, 
and she dared not speak until her darling had be- 
come calmer. But Gwendolen, witli whom weeping 
had always been a painful manifestation to be re- 
sisted if possible, again pressed her handkerchief 
against her eyes, and with a deep breath drew 
her head backward and looked at her mother, who 
/was pale and tremulous. 

*^lt was nothing, mamma,” ^aid Gwendolen, 
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dunking that her mother had been mem 
way simply by finding her in distress, 
over now.” 

But Mrs Davilow had withdrawn her arms, a; 
Gwendolen perceived a letter in her hand. 

“What is that letter? — worse news still?” she 
asked, with a touch of bitterness. > 

“ I don’t know what you will think it, dear,” said 
Mrs Davilow, keeping the letter in her hand. “-You 
will hardly guess whore it comes from.” 

“ Don’t ask mo to guess anything,” said Gwen- 
dolen, rather impatiently, as if a bruise were beingi^ 
pressed. 

“ It is addressed to you, dear.” 

Gwendolen gave the slightest perceptible toss of 
the head. 

“It comes from Diplow,” said Mrs Davilow, 
iving hor the letter. 

know^^^andcourt’s indistinct handwriting, 
ler motkftrf'Was not surprised to see her blush 
ly ; butfldKlIching her as she read, and wonder- 
!g much wipt was the purport of the letter, she 
saw the c|mt die out. Gwendolen’s lips even 
wore pale Vs she turned the open note towards 
hor mother. The wprds wevailew and formal. 

i 

“Mr Grandcourf^resents his compliments to 
Miss Harleth, and begs to know whether he may 
be permitted to call at Oflendeno to-morrow after 
two, and to see her alone. Mr Grandcourt has just 
returned from Loubronn, where he had hoped 
find Miss Harletli.” 
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vilow road, and then looked at her 
uiringly, leaving the note in her 
endolen let it fall on the floor, and 
.med away. 

“ It must bo answered, darling,” said Mrs Da\a- 
low, timidly. “ The man waits.” 

Gwendolen Scarik on tlio settoo. clasped her hands, 
and looked straight before her, not at her mother. 
She had the expression of one who Ijad been startled 
by a sound and was listening to know what would 
come of it. The sudden change of the situation was 
bewildering. A few minutes before slie wai looldhg 
along an inescapable path of repulsive monotony, 
with hopeless inward rebellion against the imi)eri- 
ous lot which left lier no choice : and lo, now^ a 
moment of choice was come. Yet — was it triumph 
she felt most or teiTor? Impossible for GwendolfWl 
not to feel some triuinpli in a tribute to her po we£ 
at a time when she was first tasting the bitte; 
of insignificance ; again she seemed to be 
a sort of empire over her own life. rBfit how 
it? Here came the terror. Quick, qpfipk, like 
lures in a liook beaten open with a M K l i c of Imny, 
came back vividly, yet in fragments, '4® that’ sho 
had gone tlirough in^rolatioii to Grandcourt — the 
allurements, the VaoHlations, thjE resolve to accede, 
the final repulsion ; the incisim face of that dark- 
oyed lady with the lovely b(jy ; her own pledge 
(was it a jlcdgo not to marry him ?) — the new dis- 
belief in the worth of men and things for which that 
ifboTie of disclosure had become a symbol. That un- 
alterable experience made a vision at whioh in the 
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first agitated moment, before tempering Teflectione 
could suggest themselves, her native terror slllltnk. 

Where was the good of choice coming again? 
What did she wish ? Anything different ? No I 
and yet in the dark seed-growths of consciousness 
a new wish was forming itself — “I wish I had 
never known it I ” Something, anything she wished 
for tlmt wcnild have saved her from tho dread to let 
Grandcourt come. 

It was no long while — yet it seemed long 'to 
Airs Davilow, buforo bIk* thought it well to say, 
gcmtly — 

“ It will b(* iK'cessary for you to write, dear. Or 
shall I wiite an ans\^er for you — which you will 
dictate ? ” 

No, mamma,’' said Gwendolen, drawing a deep 
breath. Ilut ple.iwo lay mo out the pen and 
paper.” 

That was gaining time. Was she to decline 
Grandcourt’s visit — close the shutters — not even 
look ont on vv hat would happen ?- though with the 
assurance that she should remain just where she 
was? The young activity within her made a warm 
current through Inu* terror and stirred towards some- 
tliing that would be an event — tow'ards an oppor- 
tunity in which she ooidd look and 82)eak with the 
former efiectivom ss. The interest of the morrow 
was no longer at a dead-lock. 

“ There is really no reason on earth why you 
should bo so alarmc*d at tho irian’s waiting a few 
minutes, mamma,” said Gwendolen, remonstrantly^ 
as Mrs Davilow, having prepared the writing mate- 
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iMa, looked* toward! ho^ expMtaiitl3r. "Semutk 
el^l^ notbitig else ditn to wait It k not to M 
supposed that I must write on the instant’' 

** No, dear/’ said Mrs Davilow, in the tone of one 
Corrected, turning to sit down and take up a bit 
of work that lay at hand; “he can wait another 
quarter of an hour, if you like." 

It was very simple speech and action on her 
part, but it was what migfi^have been subtly cal- 
culated. Gwendolen felt a contradictory desire to 
be hastened : liuny would save her from deliberate 
choice. 

“ I did not mean him to wait long enough for that 
needlework to be finished," she said, lifting her 
hands to stroke the backward curves of her hair, 
while she rose from her seat and stood still, 

“ But if you don’t feel able to decide ? ” said Mrs 
Davilow, sympathisingly. 

“ I must decide,” said Gwendolen, walking to the 
writing-table and seating herself. All the while 
there was a busy undercurrent in her, like the 
thought of a man who keeps up a dialogue wfaOo 
he is considering how he can slip away. Why 
should she not let him come? It bound her to 
nothing. He had been to l^eubronn after her: of 
oonrse he meant a direct unmistakeable renewal of 
the suit which before had been Only implied. What 
then? She could reject him. Why was she to 
deny herself the freedom of doing this — which she 
would like to do? 

^ If Mt Grandcourt has only just returned from 
Leubrenn," said Mrs Davilow, observing that Gwep- 
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ixHiim Unuai ImuAc in het «bab' aibtt t«AAtg>'£hi ftto 
in lier han^l — wonder iHietlier he hee heeirS 
our miefortunes/’ 

*‘That could make no difference to a man In 
his position/' said Gwendolen, rather contemptt^ 
onsly. 

*^It would, to some men/' said Mrs Davilow. 
^‘They would. not like to take a wife from a femily 
in a state of beggary almost, as we are. Here ^ we 
are at Offendene with a great shell over us as usuaL 
But just imagine his finding us at Sawyer’s Ooh» 
tage. Most men are afraid of being bored Or 
taxed by a wife’s family. If Mr Grandcourt did 
know, I think it a strong proof of his attachment 
to you.” 

* Mrs Davilow spoke with unusual emphasis : it 
was the first time she had ventured to say any- 
thing about Grandcourt which would necessarily 
seem intended as an argument in favour of him, 
her habitual impression being that such arguments 
would certainly be useless and might be worse. 
The effect of her words now was stronger than she 
could imagine : they raised a new set of possibilities 
in Gwendolen’s mind — a vision of what GhaitdConrt 
might do for lier mother if she, Gwendolen, did— ^ 
what she was not going to do. She was so moved 
by a new rush of ideas, that like one consoious of 
being urgently called away, she felt that the im* 
mediate task must be hastened ; the letter must be 
written, else it might be endlessly deferred. Afret 
all, isfee acted in a hurry as she had wii^^ to -db^ 
To act in a hurry was to have a reason for 
you lb B 
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from an absolute decision^ and to leave open 
as many issues as possible. 

She wrote; ^^Miss Harleth presents her compli- 
ments to Mr Grandcourt. She will be at home after 
two o^olook to-morrow.” 

Before addressing the note she said^ ^*Pray ring 
the bell, mamma, if there is any one to answer it” 
She really did not know who did the work of the 
house. 

It was not till after the letter had been* taken 
away and Gwendolen had risen again, stretching 
out one arm and then resting it on her head, witli 
a long moan which had a sound of relief in it, that 
Mrs Davilow ventured to ask — 

** What did you say, Gwen?’ 

said that I should be at home,” answelVid 
Gwendolen, ratlier loftily. Then, after a pause, 
“ You must not expect, because Mr Grandcourt 
coming, that anything is going to happen, ma 

“I don’t allow myself to expect anythiij 
I desire you to follow your own feeling, 
never told me what that was.” ' 

‘^What is the use of telling?” said) Gwendolen, 
hearing a reproach in that true statement. “ When 
I have anything pleasant to tell, you may be sure 
I will toll you.” 

“ But Mr Grandcourt will coppder that you have 
already accepted himi iu allowing him to come. His 
note tells you plainly enough that he is coming to 
rmake you an pfthr.” 

^ ** Very wefi Jipd I wish tc have the pleasure of 
refusing hir^” 
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Mrs Davilow looked up in wonderment, but Gwen- 
f dolen implied her wish not to be questioned further . 
by saying— 

“Put down that detestable needlework, and 
us walk in the avenue. I am stifled." 
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CHAPTER XXVIL 


Desire has tnmmod the sails, and Circumstance 
Brings but tlio breeze to fill them 


While Grandconrt on his beautiful black Yario% the 
groom behind him on Ciitenon, was talpug the 
pleasant nde from Diplow to Offendene, Gwendolen 
was seated before the miiror while her niotker 
gathered up the lengthy mass of light-brown hair 
which she had been carefully brushing. 

**Only gather it up easily and make a coj^| 
mamma/’ said Gwendolen. 

“Let me bung you some ear-nngs, Gwen,” said 
Mrs Davilow, when the hair was adjusted, and they 
were both looking at the reflection in the glass. 
It was impossible for them not to notice that the 
eyes looked brighter than they had done of late, 
that there seemed to bo a shadow lifted from the 
faoe, leaving all the bnes once more in their placid 
youthfulness. The mother drew some inferences 
that made her voice rather cheeiful. “ You do want 
your ear-rings ? ” 

f “No, mamma; I shall not wear any otnamenta^ 
and 1 shall put on my black silk. Black ki the 
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only mar when one is going to fefhae in offer/" 
said Gwendolen, with one of her old smiles at her 
mother, while she rose to throw off her dressing-^ 
gown. 

Suppose the offer is hot made after all/' said Hrs 
Davilow, not without a sly intention. 

“ Tiien that will be because I refuse it beforehand/^ 
said Gwendolen. “ It comes to the same thing.” 

There was a proud little toss of her head as she 
raid this ; and \vh('u she walked down-stairs in her 
long black robes, there was just that firm poise of 
head and elasticity of form which had lately been 
missing, as in a parched plant. Her mother thought, 
“She is quite herself again. It must be pleasure 
in his coming. Can her mind be really made up 
against him?” 

Gwendolen would have been rather angry if that 
thought had been uttered; perliaps all the more 
because through the last twenty hours, with a brief 
interruption of sleep, slio had been so occupied with 
perpetually alternating images and arguments for 
and against the possibility of hjer marrying Grand- 
court, that the conclusion which she had determined 
on beforehand ceased to have any hold on her con- 
sciousness: the alternate dip of counterbalancing 
thoughts begotten of counterbalancing desires had 
brought her into a state in which no conclusion 
could look fixed to her. She would have expressed 
her resolve as before ; but it was a form out of 
whioh the blood had been sucked — no more apaxt 
of quiyering life than the “God's will be d(me^ 
of one who is eagerly watching ohanoes^ ffbe 
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did not mean to accept Grandcourt; from the first 
moment of receiving his letter she had meant to 
refuse him ; still, that could not but prompt her to 
look the unwelcome reasons full in the face until 
she had a little less awe of them, could not hinder 
her imagination from filling out her knowledge in 
various ways, some of which seemed to change the 
aspect of what she knew. By dint of looking at a 
dubious object with a constructive imagination, one 
can give it twenty different shapes. Her indisHnct 
grounds of hesitation before the interview at tlie 
Whispering Stones, at present counted for nothing ; 
they were all merged in the final repulsion. If it 
had not been for that day in Cardell Chase, she 
said to herself now, there would have been no 
obstacle to her marrying Grandcourt. On that 
and after it, she had not reasoned and balanced: 
she had acted with a force of impulse against whTch 
all questioning was no more than a ^oice against a 
torrent. Tlie impulse had come— ^ot only from hor 
maidenly pride and jealousy, npt from tlie 

shock of another woman’s caky|fifty thrust close on 
her vision, but — from b|py||piad of wrong-doing, 
which was vague, it and aloof from the 

daily details of herjpfe, but not the less strong. 
Whatever was accepted as consistent with being 
a lady she had no scruple about ; but from the dim 
region of what was called disgraceful, wrong, guilty, 
she shrank with mingled pride and terror ; and even 
apart from shame, her feeling would have made her 
j|^.aoe any deliberate injury of another in the region 
of guilt 



BOOK in.--^ll4ll)SNB CHOOtKmO. 


IS 


Bttt now — did she know exactly what was the 
state of the oase with regard to Mrs Glasher imd 
her children? She had given a sort of promise-^ 
had said, ‘*I will not interfere with your wishes.” 
But would another woman who married Grandcourt 
be in fact the decisive obstacle to her wishes, or be 
doing her and her boy any real injury? Might it 
not be just as well, nay better, tlxat Grandcourt 
should marry? For what could not a woman do 
when she was married, if she knew how to assert 
herself? Here all was constructive imagination. 
Gwendolen had about as accurate a conception of ^ 
marriage — that is to say, of the mutual influences, 
demands, duties of man and woman in the state of 
matrimony — as she had of magnetic currents and 
the law of storms. 

Mamma managed badly,” was her way of sum- 
ming up wliat she had seen of her mother^s expe- 
rience : she herself would manage quite differently. 
And the trials of matrimony wore the last theme 
into which Mrs Davilow could choose to enter fully 
with this daughter. 

“ I wonder what mamma and my uncle would say 
if they know about Mrs Glasher I” thought Gwen- 
dolen, in her inward debating ; not that she could 
imagine herself tolling them, even if she had not 
felt bound to silence. “I wonder what anybody 
would say ; or what they would say to Mr Grand- 
oourt^B marrying some one else and having other 
children I” To consider what “anybody” would 
say, was to be released from the difficulty of judg^g 
where everything was obscure to her when feeliojC 
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Mfled to bo deoisive. She had only to coUoot 
harinomoiiefly whidi pjrOred to her that anybody?’ 
regarded illegitiinate children as more rightly to 
be looked shy on and deprived of social advantages 
tha^flUegitimate Others. The verdict of “ anybody” 
BOined to be that she had no reason to concern 
PiMelf greatly on behalf of Mrs Q lasher and her 
children. 

But thero was another way in which they bad 
caused her concern. What others might think, could 
not do away with a fueling which in the first instance 
would hardly be too stroiigly described as indigna- 
tion and loathing that slie should liave been ey|»ected 
to unite herself with an outworn life, full dt iMMik- 
ward secrets wliich must have been more kirndy 
than any associations with her. True, 
of love on her own part had occupied her soaiCt% 
at all in relation to Grandcourt The desirability 
of marriage for her liad always seemed due to other 
feelings than love ; and io be enamoured was the 
pajrt of the man, on whom the advances depended. 
Gwendolen had found no objection to Grandcourt's 
way of being enamoured before she had had that 
glimpse of his past, which she resented as if it had 
been a deHberato offence against her. His advances 
to her were deliberate, and she felt a retrospective 
disgust for tliem. Perhaps other men’s lives were 
of ihe same kind — full of secrets which made the 
ignorant suppositions of the woman they wanted to 
mtey a &roe at which they were laughing in their 
rif&res* 

i These feelings oi disgust and indignation had 
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■unit dft^p ; and though o^or troublotift' 
in the laet weeks had dtdled them ttoiA paisi^ 
into remembranoe, it ttius ohiedy theur rey^bebal^ 
ing aotiyity which kept her firm to the understand^ 
ing with herself, that she was not going to aoo^ 
Grandcourt. She had never meant to foitn a new 
determination ; sho had only been considering whait 
might be thought or said. If anything oonld have 
induced her to change, it would have been the 
prospect of making all things easy for “poot 
mamma : that, she admitted, was a temptation 
But no I she was going to refuse him. MeanwhilS^i 
the thought that he was coming to bo refused was 
inspiriting : she ha^ the white reins in her handa 
again; there was a new current in her frame, re- 
viving her from the beaten -down consciousness in 
which she had been left by the interview with Klee- 
mer. She was not now going to crave an opinion 
of her capabilities ; sho was going to ezeroise her 
power. 

Was this what made her heart palpitate annt^- 
ingly when she heard the horse’s footsteps on the 
gravel? — when Miss Merry, who opened the doo? 
to Grandcourt, camo to tell her that he was in the 
drawing-room? The hours of preparation and the 
triumph of the situation were apparently of no us^^ 
she might as well have seen Grandcourt coming 
suddenly on her in the midst of her despondeiu^* 
While walking into the drawing-room she had tO 
oonoentiate all her energy in that self-oontrcd whSoh 
made her appear gravely gracious as shie ga^ %et 
hand to him» and answered bis hope that 

TOL* u. B a 
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quite wdl in a voice as low and languid as his own. 
A moment afterwards, when they were both of them 
seated on two of the wreath-painted chairs — Gwen- 
dblen upright with downcast eyelids, Grandoourt 
4)bnut two yards distant, leaning one arm over the 
of his chair and looking at her, while ho held 
hat in his left hand — any one seeing tliem as a 
picture would have concluded that they wore in some 
stage of love-making suspense. And certainly .the 
love-making had begun: she already felt herself 
being wooed by this silent man seated at an agree- 
able distance, with tlie subtlest atmosphere of atta 
of roses and an attention bent wholly on her. And 
he also considered himself to *be wooing : he was 
not a man to suppose that his presence carried no 
consequences ; and he was exactly the man to feef 
the utmost jnquancy in a girl whom ho bad not 
found quite calculable. 

** I was disappointed not to find you at Leubronn,” 
he began, his usual broken drawl having just a shade 
of amorous languor in it. “ Tlio place was intoler- 
able without you. A mere kennel of a place. Don't 
you think so ? ” ^ 

“ I oan’t judge what it would oe without myself^’ 
said Gwendolen, turning lier eyes on him, with some 
recovered sense of mischiefi “ With myself I liked 
it well enough to have stayed longer, if I could. 
But 1 was obliged to come home on account of 
&mily troubles.” 

“It was veiy cruel of you to go to Leubronn/’ 
sa^ Grandcoiirt, taking no notice of the troubles, 
on which Gwendolen — she hardly knew why — 
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wished that there should be a olear understanding 
at once. ^^Tou must have known that it would 
spoil everything; you knew you were the heart 
and soul of everything that went on. Are you 
quite reckless about mo?” 

It was impossible to say “ yes ” in a tone that 
would be taken seriously ; equally impossible to 
say “no;” but what else could she say? In her 
difficulty, she turned down her eyelids again and 
blushed over face and neck. Grandcourt saw her 
in a now phase, and believed that she was showing 
her inclination. But he was determined that she 
should show it rnoie decidedly. 

“Perhaps there is sonio deeper interest? Some 
attraction — some engagement — which it would have 
boon only fair to make me aware of? Is there any 
man who stands between us?” 

Inwardly the answer framed itself, “ No ; but 
there is a woman.” Yet how could she utter 
this? Even if she had not promised that woman 
to be silent, it would have been impossible for her 
to enter on the subject with Grandcourt. But how 
could she arrest this wooing by beginning to make 
a fonnal speech — “ I perceive your intention — it is 
most flattering, &c.”? A fish honestly invited to 
come and be eaten has a clear course in declining, 
but how if it finds itself swimming against a net? 
And apart from the network, would she have dared 
at once to say anything decisive? Gwendolen had 
not time to be clear on that point. As it was^ she 
felt compelled to silence, and after a pause, Oronf 
court said — 



1 to understand that some one elde k ^pfte- * 

fetred?* 

Gwendolen, now impatient of her own embarrass- 
menty determined to rush at the difficulty and free 
herselfl She raised her eyes again and said with 
something of hor former cleamess and defiance, 
**No” — wishing him to understand, “What then? 

I may not be ready to take you.” There was noth- 
ing that Grandcourt could not understand which tie 
perceived likely to affect his amour propre, 

“ The last thing I would do, is to importune you. 

I should not hope to wilL you by making myself a 
bore. If there wore no hope foi me, I would ask 
you to tell me so at once, that I might just ride 
away to — no matter whore.” ^ ^ 

Almost to her own astonishment, Gifendilen felt 
a sudden alarm at tlxe image of Grandcourt finally 
riding away. What would be left her then? Noth- 
ing but the former dreariness. She liked him to be 
there. She snatched at the subject that would defer 
any decisive answer. 

“ I fear you are not aware of wliat has happened 
to us. I have lately had to think so much of my 
mammals troubles, that other subjects have been 
quite thrown into the backgiound. She has lost all 
her fortune, and we are going to leave this place. I 
must ask you to excuse my seeming preoccupied.” 

In eluding a direct appeal Gwendolen recovered 
some her solf-possession. She spoke with dignity 
straight at Grandcourt, whose long, nar- 
strable eyes met hers, and mysteriously 
arrested them : mysteriously; for the subtly-varied 
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i)etweexi man and woman is often enok aa 
can hardly be rendered in ^^(Mrds pnt together Hke 
dominoes, according to obvious fixed marks. The 
word of all work Love will no more express the 
myriad modes of mutual attraction, than the word 
Thought can inform you what is passing through 
your neighbour’s mind. It would be hard to tell 
on which side — Gwendolen’s or Grandcourt’s — the 
influence was more mixed. At that moment his 
strongest wish was to be completely master of this 
creature — this piquant combination of maidenliness 
and mischief: that she knew things which liad 
made her start away from him, spurred him to 
triumph over that repugnance; and he was believ- 
ing that he should triumph. And she — ah, piteous 
Quality in the need to dominate I — she was over- 
come like the thirsty one who is drawn towards the 
secmiug water in the desert, overcome by the sufiused 
sense that here in this man’s homage to her lay the 
rescue from helpless subjection to an oppressive lot. 

All the while they wore looking at each other ; and 
Grandcourt said, slowly and languidly, as if it wore 
of no importance, other things having been settled^ 

“You will tell me now, I hope, that Mrs Davi- 
low’s loss of fortune will not trouble yOu fiirther. 
You will trust mo to prevent it from weighing 
upon her. You will give me the claim to provide 
against that.” 

The little pauses and refined drawlings with whidi 
this speech was uttered, gave time for Gwendolen to 
go through the dream of a life. As the words 
trated her, they had the effect of a draught of %ine, 
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whidi suddenly makes all things easier, desirable 
things not so wrong, and people in general less dis- 
agreeable. She had a momentary phantasmal love 
for this man who chose his words so well, and who 
was a mere incarnation of delicate homage. Repug- 
nance, dread, scruples — these were dim as remem- 
bered pains, while she was already tasting relief 
under the immediate pain of hopelessness. She 
imagined herself already springing to her mother, 
and being playful again. Yet when Grandcourt had 
ceased to speak, there was an instant in which she 
was conscious of being at tlie turning of the ways. 

** You are very generous," she said, not moving 
her eyes, and speaking with a gentle intonation. 

You accept what will make such thingf^ a matter 
of course?,” said Grandcourt, without anyi^Tg oagoi- 
uess. You consent to become my wife ? ” 

This time Gwendolen remained quite pale. Some- 
thing made her rise from her seat in spite of herself 
and walk to a little distance. Then she turned 
with her hands folded before her stood’ iiii silence. 

Grandcourt immediately rose too, resting his hat 
on the chair, but still keeping h^Jd of it. The evi- 
dent hesitation of this dpAt^tute girl to take his 
splendid offer stung him^i^lip a keenness of interest 
such as he had not known for years. None the less 
because he attributed her hesitation entirely to her 
knowledge about Mrs Glasher. In that attitude of 
preparation, h^.^aid — 

Do yoUvif^i^inuud me to go ? ” No fitmiliar spirit 
could hav^flll^lgested to him more effective words. 

^ Gwendolen. She could not let him 
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go: that negative was a clutch. She seemed to 
herself to be, after all, only drifted towards the tre- 
mendous decision : — but drifting depends on some- 
thing besides the currents, when the sails have been 
set beforehand. 

“ You accept my devotion ? ” said Grandcourt, hold- 
ing his hat by his side and looking straight into her 
eyes, without other movement. Their eyfes meeting 
in that way seemed to allow any length of pause ; 
but wait as long as she would, how coald she contra- 
dict herself? What had she detain W him for? He 
had shut out any explanation. 

“ Yes,'^ came as gravely from Gwendolen’s lips as 
if she had been answering to her name in a court of 
justice. He received it gravely, and they still looked 
%t each other in the same attitude. Was* there ever 
before such a way of accepting the bliss -giving 
“Yes”? Grandcourt liked better to be at that dis- 
tance from her, and to feel under a ceremony imposed 
by an indefinable prohibition that breathed from 
Gwendolen’s bearing. 

But he did at length lay down his hat and advance 
to take her hand, just pressing his lips upon it and 
letting it go again. She thought his behaviour per- 
fect, and gained a sense of freedom which made her 
almost ready to be mischievous. Her “Yes” en- 
tailed so little at this moment, that there was noth- 
ing to screen the reversal of her gloomy prospects : 
her vision was filled by her own release from the 
Momperts, and her mother’s release from Sawyer’s 
Cottage. With a happy curl of the lips, she said*Y 

“ Will you not see momma? I will fetch her.” 
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tin wnit a littlo,” said Grandocmrt^ in liia 
&Voiirita attitude, ha^iring his left forefinger and 
thumb in his waistooat-pooket, and with his right 
earessing his whisker, while he stood near Gwen- 
dolen and looked at her — ^not unlike a gentleman who 
has a felicitous introduotion at an evening party. 

**Have you anything else to say to me?” said 
Gwendolen, playfully. 

“ Yes — I know having things said to you is a great 
bore,” said Grandoourt, rather sympathetically. 

** Not when tUtey are things I like to hear.” 

“ Will it bother you to be asked how soon we can 
be married?” 

“ I think it will, to-day,” said Gwendolen, putting 
up her chin saucily. « 

‘*Not to-day, then, but to-morrow. Tliink of if 
before I come to-morrow. In a fortnight — or three 
weeks — as soon as possible.” 

** Ah, you think you wilhbe tired of my company,” 
said Gwendolen, I notice when people are married 
the husband is not so much with his wife as when 
they were engaged But perhaps I shall like 
better too.” 

She laughed charmingly. 

** You shall have whatever you like,” said Giaud- 
court. 

<< And nothing that I don’t like ? — ^please say that ; 
because 1 think I dislike what I don’t like more than 

1 like what I like,” said Gwendolen, finding herself 
in the woman’s paradise where all her nonsense is 
sidQsafale. 

brandoourt paused : these Were subtilties in which 
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he bad moob ezperienoe df bia om. ** t don’t liaiotlr 
18 auoh a bmte of a world, things are alwaya 
taming np that one doesn’t like. 1 can’t always 
hinder yoar being bored. If you like to hunt Ori^ 
terion, 1 can’t hinder his coming down by some 
chance or other.” 

** Ah, my friend Criterion, how is he?” 

He is outside : I made the groom ride him, that 
you might see him. He had the side-saddle on for 
an hour or two yesterday. Come to the window and 
look at him.” 

They could see the two horses being taken slowly 
round the sweep, and the beautiful creatures, in their j 
fine grooming, sent a thrill of exultation through 
Gwendolen. They were the symbols of command 
add luxury, in delightful contrast with the ugliness 
of poverty and humiliation at which she had lately 
been looking close. 

“ Will you ride Criterion to-morrow ? ” said Grand- 
court If you will, everything shall be arranged.” 

** I should like it of all things,” said Gwendolen. 

I want to lose myself in a gallop again. But now 
I must go and fetch mamma.” 

“Take my arm to the door, then,” said Grand- 
court, and she accepted. Their faces were very near 
each other, being almost on a level, and he was 
looking at her. She thought his manners as a lover 
more agreeable than any she had seen described. 
She had no alarm lest he meant to kiss her, and was 
so muoh at her ease, that she suddenly paused ib 
the middle of the room and said, half araUyi 
earnestly — 
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“ Oh) while 1 think of it^ — there ie something I 
pKslike that you can save me from. I do not like 
Mr Li^h's company.” 

Yrtft shall not have it. TU get rid of him.” 
are not fond of him yourself?” 
i^Not in the least. I let him hang on me because 
Ik has always been a poor devil,” said Grandcourt, 
ilMm adagio of utter indifference. They got him 
to travel with me when I was a lad. He was always 
that coarse-haired kind of brute — a sort of cross be- 
tween a hog and a dilettante'' 

Gwendolen laughed. All that socmed kind and 
natural enough : Gmndcourt’s fastidiousness ou- 
tdanced the kindness. And when they readMill 
door, his way of opening it for her was the*‘f)^fl^ 
feotion of easy homage. Really, she thought, fto 
was likely to be the least disagreeable of liusbands. 

Mrs Davilow was waiting anxiously in her bed- 
room when Gwendolen entered, stepped towards her 
quickly, and kissing her on both cheeks said in a 
low tone, “ Come down, mamma, and see Mr Grand- 
court. I am engaged to him.” 

“ My darling child ! ^ said Mrs Davilow, with a 
Surprise that was rather solemn than glad. 

“Tes,” said Gwendolen, in the same tone, and 
a quickness which implied that it was needless 
'to ask questions. Everything is settled. You 
are not going to Sawyer^s Cottage, I am not going 
to be inspected by Mrs Mom pert, and everything 
is to be as I like. So come down with me im- 
ijAediately.” 
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CHAPTEK XXVIII. 


11 est plus alsi do connoUro Thomme en giniral qae de oonnottre on 
homme en partlcuUer.’*— La Rochetoucauld. 


An hour after Grandcourt had left, the important 
news of Gwendolen’s engagement was known at the 
Rectory, and Mr and Mrs Gascoigne, with Anna, 
spent the e veiling at Ofifendene. * 

^^My dear, let me congratulate you on ha^lhg 
created a strong attachment,” said ikib Kector, 
^*You look serious, and I don’t wonder at it: a 
lifelong union is a solemn thing. But from the 
way Mr Grandcourt has acted and spoken I think 
we may already see some good arising out of our 
adversity. It has given you an opportunity of ob- 
serving your future husband’s delicate liberality/' 
Mr Gascoigne referred to Grandcourt’s mode of 
implying that he would provide for Mrs Davilow— 
a part of the love-making which Gwendolen had 
remembered to cite to her mother with perfect 
aoouraoy. / 

But I have no doubt that Mr Grandcourt wodtd 
have behaved quite as handsomely if ym bad nbt 
gone away to Germany, Gwendolen, and bad been 



4S 


DANIEL DEKONDA. 


engaged to him, as you no doubt might have been, 
more than a month ago,** said Mrs Gkiscoigne, feel- 
ing that she had to discharge a duty on this occasion. 

But now there is no more room for caprice ; indeed, 
I trust you have no inclination to any. A woman 
has a great debt of gratitude to a man who per- 
severes in making her such an offer. But no doubt 
you feel properly.’* 

“ I am not at all sure that t do, aunt,**, said 
Gwendolen, with saucy gravity. “ I don’t know 
everything it is proper to feel on being engaged.” 

The Rector patted her shoulder and smiled as at 
a bit of innocent naughtiness, and his wife took his 
behaviour as an indication that she was not to be 
displeased. As for Anna, she kissed Gwendolen 
and said, “ I do hope you will bo happy,” but then 
salAl^ into the background and tried to keep the 
tears back too. In the late days she had been 
imagining a little romance about Rex — how if he 
still longed for Gwendolen her heart might bo 
softened by trouble into love, so that they could 
by-and-by be married. And the romance had turned 
to a prayer that she, Anna, might bo able to rejoice 
like a good sister, and only think of being useful in 
working for Gwendolen, as long as Rex was not 
rich. But now she wanted grace to rejoice 4n some- 
thing else. Miss Merry and the four 'girls, Alice 
with the high shoulders, Bertha and Fanny the 
whisperers, and Isabel the listener, wore all present 
on this family occasion, when everything seemed 
appropriately turning to the honour and glory of 
Gwendolen, and real life was ns interesting as ** Sir 
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Charles Grandison.’* The evening passed chiefly in 
decisive remarks from the Rector, in answer to 
conjectures from the two elder ladies. According 
to him, the case was not one in which he could 
think it his duty to mention settlements : every- 
thing must, and doubtless would safely be left to 
Mr Grandcourt. 

“I should like to know exactly what sort of 
places Ry elands and Gadsmero are,” said Mrs 
Davilow. 

“ Qadsmere, I believe, is a secondary place,” said 
Mr Gascoigne ; “ But Byelands I know to be one of 
our finest seats. The park is extensive and the 
woods of a very valuable order. The house was 
built by Inigo Jones, and the ceilings are painted 
in\he Italian stylo. The estate is said to be worth 
twelve thousand a-year, and there are two livings, 
one a rectory, in tlie gift of the Grandcourts. There 
may bo some burthens on the land. Still, Mr Grand- 
court was an only child.” 

“It would be most remarkable)’’ iftaid Mrs Gas- 
coigne, “if he were to become Lord Stannery in 
addition to everything else. Only think ; tliere 
is the Grandcourt estate, the Mallinger estate, 
and tlio baronetcy, and the peerage,” — she was 
marking off the items on her fingers, and paused 
on the fourth while she added, “ but they say there 
will be no land coming to him with the peerage.” 
It seemed a pity there was nothing for the fifth 
finger. 

“ The peerage,” said the Rector, judiciously, “mnst^ 
be regarded as a remote chance. There are two 



oolifnDfl between the present peer^and Mr Grand- 
QOurt, It is certainly a serious reflection bow 
death and other causes do sometimes conoen^to 
inheritances on one man. But an excess of that 
kind is to be deprecated. To be Sir Mallinger 
Grandoofirt Mallinger — I suppose that will be his 
style — with the corresponding properties, is a valu- 
able %lent enough for any man to have committed^ 
to him. Let us hope it will be well used.” 

“ And what a position for the wife, Gwendolen I 
said J^rs Ghkscoigno ; a great responsibility indeed. 
But you must lose no time in writing to Mrs Mom- 
pert, Henry. It is a good thing that you have an 
engagement of maniage to oifer as an excuse, else 
she might feel oflendod. She is rather a high 
woman.” ^ 

“I am rid of that honor,” thought Gwendolen, to 
whom the name of Mompert had become a sort of 
Mumbojumbo. She was very silent through the 
evening, a^d that night could hardly sleep at all 
in her littl^ white bed. It was a rarity in her 
itsong youth to be wakeful ; and perhaps a still 
greater rarity for her to be caieful that her mother 
should not know of her restlessness. But her state 
of mind was altogether new : she who had been used 
to feel sure of herself, and ready to manage others, 
had just taken a decisive step which she had before- 
hand thought that she would not take — nay, perhaps, 
was bound not to take. She could not go backward 
now ; she liked a great deal of what lay before hor ; 
<riLnd there was nothing for her to like if she went 
But her resolution was dogged by the shadow 
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of that previong t^oaolve #ttbh bad at £li«t ootmo 
as the undouhting movement of her whole being. 
While she lajr on her pillow with wide-open eyes, 
looking on darkness which the blind do see/' she 
waif 'appalled by the idea that she was going to do 
what she had once started away from with repug- 
nance. It was new to her that a qugs^on of right 
or wrong in her conduct should fouse hdr" terror; 
she had known no compunction that atoning oaiOiifes 
and presents could not lay to rest. But here had 
come a moment when something like a neW oon- 
BciousnesB was awaked. She seemed on the edge 
of adopting deliberately, as a notion for all the rest 
of her life, what she had rashly said in her bitter- 
ness, when her discovery had driven her away to 
Leubronn ; — that it did not signify what she did ; 
she had only to amuse herself as best she could. 
That lawlessness, that casting away of all care 
for justification, suddenly fiightened her: it came 
to her with the shadowy array of possible calamity 
behind it — calamity which had ceased to be a mere 
name for her; and all the infiltrated influences of 
disregarded religious teaching, as well as the deeper 
impressions of something awful and inexorable en- 
veloping her, seemed to concentrate themselves in 
the vague conception of avenging power. The 
brilliant position she had longed for, the imagined 
freedom she would create for herself in marriage, 
the deliverance from the dull insignificance of her 
girlhood — all were immediately before her ; and yet 
they had come to her hunger like food with the taiht' 
of saorilego upon it, which she must snatch trith 
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terror. In the darkness and loneliness of her little 
bed, her more resistant self conld not act against 
the first onslaught of dread after her irrevocable 
decision. That unhappy - faced woman and her 
children — Grandcourt and his relations with iier 
— kept repeating themsolyes in her imagination 
like the clinging memory of a disgrace, and giad- 
ually obliterated all other thought, leaving only the 
consciousness that she had taken those scenes into 
her life. Her long wakefulness seemed a delirium ; 
a faint, faint light penetrated beside tho window- 
curtain ; the chillness increased. She could bear 
it no longer, and cried “ Mamma ! ” 

“ Yes, dear,” said Mrs Davilow, immediately, in 
a wakeful voice. 

“ Let mo come to you.” 

She soon wont to sleep on her rnother^s shoulder, 
and slept on till late, when, di earning of a lit-up 
ball-room, she opened lier eyes on her mother stand- 
ing by the bedside with a binall packet in her hand. 

“ I am sorry to wake you, darling, but I thought 
it better to give you this at once. The groom Ivid 
brought Criterion ; ho has come on another horse, 
and says ho is to stay lierc.” 

Gwendolen sat up in bed and opened the packet. 
It was a delicate little enamelled casket, and inside 
was a splendid diamond ring with a letter which 
contained a folded bit of coloured paper and these 
words ; — 

f “ Pray wear this ring when I come at twelve in 
sign of our betrothal. I enclose a cheque drawn 
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in the name of Mr Gascoigne, for immediate ex- 
penses. Of oomse Mrs Davilow will remain at 
Ofiendone, at least for some time. I hope, when I 
come, you will have granted me an early day, when 
you may begin to command me at a shorter distance. 
— ^Yours devotedly, H. M. Oiiandcourt.” 

The cheque was for five hundred pounds, and 
Gwendolen turned it towards her mother, with the 
letter. 

“ How very kind and delicate I ” said Mrs Davi- 
low, with much feeling. “ But I really should like 
better not to be dependent on a son-in-law. I and 
the girls could got along very well.” 

“ Mamma, if you say that again, I will not marry 
hfm,” said Gwendolen, angrily. 

** My dear child, I tnist you are not going to 
marry only for my sake,” said Mrs Davilow, depre- 
oatingly. 

Gwendolen tossed her head on the pillow away 
from her mother, and let the ring lie. She was 
irritated at this attempt to take away a motive. 
Perhaps the deeper cause of her irritation was the 
consciousness that she was not going to marry 
solely for her mamma’s sake — that she was drawn 
towards the marriage in ways against which stronger 
reasons than her mother’s renunciation were yet not 
strong enough to hinder her. She had waked up to 
the signs that she was irrevocably engaged, and all 
the ugly visions, the alarms, the arguments of the 
night, must be met by daylight, in which probables 
they would show themselves weaL 



Wittt 1 long for is your happinM, dear*^ 

Mrs Davilovir, pleadingly. ** 1 will not say 
mUyUlug to vex you. Will you not put on the 
ling?” 

For a few moments Gwendolen did not answer, 
but her thoughts were active. At last she raised 
herself with a determination to do as she would do 
if she had started on horseback, and go on with 
spirit, whatever ideas might be running in her head. 

“ 1 thought the lover always put on the betrothal} 
ring hicoaelf,*’ she said, laughingly, slipping thg^ 
ring on finger, and looking at it with a oharm^ 
ing movement of lier head. 1 know why he has 
sent it,” she added, nodding at her mamma. 

«Why?" 

^^He would rather make me, put it on than aik 
me to let him do it Aha 1 he is very proud. But 
M 1. We 'shidf match each other. ' I should 
%ateria null who went down on his knees, and came 
^wnjog^'W me* Ho really is not disgusting.” 
is 4ery moderate praise, Gwen.” 

^it is not, for a man,'’ said Gwendolen, gaily. 
^fhtkHow I must get up and dress. Will you come 
dlpA do my hair, mamma, dear,” she went on, draw- 
down her mamma's face to caress it with her 
awn cheeks, and not be so naughty any more as 
to talk of living in poverty ? You must bear to be 
made comfortable, even if you don't like it And 
Mr Grandoourt behaves perfectly, now, does he 
not?” 

^ Certainly he does,” said Mrs Davilow, enoour- 
ttged, and persuaded that after all Gwendolen was 
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fdnd o( Her beMtHe^ She henelf Hioti^lit hi»l^ 
man wHofie attentions were likely to tell on a girT4 
feeling. Snitora must often be judged as wotds m, 
by the standing and the figure they make in polite 
society : it is difficult to know much else of them. 
And all the mother’s anxiety turned, not on Ghrand^ 
court’s character, but on Gwendolen’sjpiood in ac^ 
oepting him. ML 

The mood was necessarily passing tUpugh a new 
phase this morning. Even in the ho|||pf making 
lier toilet, she had drawn on all the kn||bedg;e she 
had for grounds to justify her marriagefl|And what 
she most dwelt on was the determination|||at when 
she was Grandcourt’s wife, she would wMPI^ to 
the most liberal conduct towards Mrs^lH^er’s 
^ildren. 

Of what use would it be to her that I should 
not many him ? He could have married her if ho 
hod liked; but ho did noi like. Perhaps she is to 
blame for that. There must bo a great deal about 
her that I know nothing of. And he must have 
been good to her in many ways, else she would not 
have wanted to marry him.” 

But that last argument at once began to appear 
doubtful. Mrs Glasher naturally wished to exclude 
other children, who would stand between Grande 
comrt and her own; and Gwendolen’s compreheti* 
sion of this feeling prompted another way of reoon* 
oiling claims. 

“ Perhaps we shall have no children. I hope wa 
shall not And he might leave the estata to ttl^ 
pretfy little boy. My uncle said that Ifry Cftand* 
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^ o^ld do as he liked with the estates. Only 
i-6ir Hugo Mallinger dies there will be enough 
t two.” 

This made Mrs Glasher appear quite unreason- 
able ymUlanding that her boy should be sole heir ; 
and jH|||p)le property was a security that Grand- 
oounHpP^ge would do her no wrong, when the 
wife wKs^lpirendolon Harleth with all her proud 
resolutiomfMk to be fairly accused. This maiden 
had beenillllibcustomed to think herself blameless ; 
other penSils only were faulty. 

It wasi||||jlking, that in the hold which this argu- 
ment oMM* doing no wrong to Mrs Glasher had 
takei4Mif<^r mind, her repugnance to the idea of 
Grandconrt’s past had sunk into a subordinate feel- 
ing. The terror she had felt in the night-watches 
at overstepping the border of wickedness by doing 
what she had at first felt to be wrong, had dulled 
any emotions about his conduct. She was thinking 
of him, whatever he might be, as a man over whom 
she was going to have indefinite power; and her 
loving him having nevsi^^een a question with her, 
any agreeableness ho had was so much gain. Poor 
Gwendolen Jiad no awe of unmanageable forces in 
the state of matrimony, but regarded it as alto- 
gether a matter of management, in which she would 
know how to act* In relation to Grandcourt’s past 
she encouraged* new doubts whether he were likely 
to have differed much from other men ; and she de- 
vhed little schemes for learning what was expected 
men in general. 

But whatever else might be true in the world, her 
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hair waa draaaed snitably for riding, and riie weni 
down in her riding-habit, to avoid delay beforre get-^ 
ting on horseback. She wanted to have her blood 
stirred once more with the intoxication of youth, and 
to recover the daring with which she had been used 
to think of her course in life. Already a load was 
lifted off her; for in daylight and activity it was less 
oppressive to have doubts about her ch<^|||p, than to 
feel that she had no choice but to endure insignifi- 
cance and servitude. 

Go back and make yourself look like a duchess, 
niamina,” she said, turning suddenly as gfaQ^was 
going down-stairs. Put your point-lace ojj your 
head. I must have you look like a duchess/t^ou 
must not take things humbly.’’ 

•Wljcn Grandcourt raised her left hand gently and 
looked at the ring, she said gravely, “ It was very 
good of you to think of everything and send me 
that packet.” 

“You will tell mo if there is anything I forget?” 
he said, keeping the hand softly within his own. “I 
will do anything you wish.” 

“ But I am very imreasonable in my wishes,” said 
Gwendolen, smiling. 

“Yes, I expect that. Women always are.” 

“Then I will not bo uiireasonablo,” said Gwen- 
dolen, taking away her hand and tossing her head 
saucily. “ I will not be told that I am what women 
always are.” 

“I did not say that,” said Grandcourt, looking 
at her with his usual gravity. “ You are whvt no^ 
other woman is.” . 






** And what ia c»^ Ownndoleni ' 

ing to a distance with a little air of mexiaoe. 

Ghrandoourt made hia pause before he anawmd. 
*<You are the woman I love.” 

<^Oh what nice speeches!” said Gwendolen, laugh- 
ing. The sense of that love which he must once have 
given to another woman under strange circumstances 
was gett|||g familiar. 

“ Give me a nice speech in return. Say when wo 
are to be married.” 

“Not yet. Not till we have had a gallop over 
the dojDis. 1 am so thirsty foi that, I can think of 
noflliv else. I wish the hunting had begun. Sun- 
dayiJine twentieth, twenty-seventh, Monday, Tues- 
day.” Gwendolen was counting on her fingers with 
the prettiest nod while she looked at Grandcourt, 
and at last swept one palm over the other while she 
said tnumphaiitly, “ It will begin in ten di^S I ” 

“ Let us be mamod in ten days, thex^”. ssdd i 
court, “ and we shall not be bored abpttt the staf 

“ What do women always say in Slower to that?” 
said Gwendolen, mischievously, t 

“ They agree to it,” said the lovei, rather off his 
guard. 

“ Then I will not I ” said Gwendolen, taking up 
her gauntlets and putting them on, while she kept 
her eyes on him with gathering fun in them. 

The scene was pleasant on both sides. A cruder 
lover would have lost the view of her pretty ways 
and attitudes, and spoiled all by stupid attempts at 
^careeses, utterly destructive of drama. Grandcourt 
prelbmd the drama *, and Gwe^^olen, left at ea^i 
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found her apirits riaing oonthnually as she played at 
reigning. Perhaps if Elesmer had seen more of her 
in this unoonsoious kind of acting, instead of when 
she was trying to be theatrical, he might have rated 
her chance«higher. 

When they had had a glorious gallop, however, 
she was in a state of exhilaration that disposed her 
to think well of hastening the marriage whidh would 
make her life all of a piece with this splendid kind 
of enjoyment. She would not debate any more about 
an act to which she had committed herself ; and she 
consented to fix the wedding on that day three weeks, 
notwithstanding the difficulty of fulfilling the cus- 
tomary laws of the trousseau. 

Lush, of course, was made aware of the engage- 
ment by abundant signs, without being formally told. 
But he expected some communication as a conse- 
quence of it, and after a few days he became rather 
impatient under Grandcourt’s silence, feeling sure 
that the change would affect his personal prospects, 
and wishing to know exactly how. His tactics no 
longer included any opposition — which he did not 
love for its own sake. He might easily cause Grand- 
court a great deal of annoyance, but it would be to 
his own injury, and to create annoyance was not a 
motive with him. Miss Gwendolen he would cer- 
tainly not have been sorry to frustrate a little, but 
— after all there was no knowing what would come. 
It was nothing new that Grandcourt should show a 
perverse wilfulness ; yet in his freak about this girl 
he struck Lush rather newly as something like a 
man who was y^y^led on by an ominous fatality ; 
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•nd ihxt ond bom to his Ibiiii&e should make a 
worse busiuess of his life than was neoessarj, 
seemed really pitiable. Having protested against 
the marriage, Lush liad a second-sight for its evil 
oonsequenoes. Grandoourt had been«takmg the 
pains to write letters and give orders himself in- 
stead of employing Lush ; and appeared to be ig- 
noring his usefulness, even choosing, against the 
habit of years, to breakfast alone in his dressing- 
room. But a tite-d4ite was not to be avoided in a 
house empty of guests ; and Lush hastened to use 
an opportunity of saying — it was one day alter 
dinner, for there were difficulties in Grandoourt’s 
dining at Offendene — 

‘‘And when is the marriage to take place 

Ghandcourt, who drank little wine, had left the 
table and was lounging, while he smoked, in an 
easy -chair near the hearth, where a fire of oak 
boughs was gaping to its glowing depths, and edg- 
ing them with a delicate tint of ashes delightful to 
behold. The chair of red-biowu velvet brocade was 
a becoming background for his pale-tinted well-cut 
features and exquisite long hands : omitting the 
cigar, you might have imagined him a portrait by 
Moroni, who would have rendered wonderfully the 
impenetrable gaze and air of distinction; and a 
portrait by that great master would have been 
quite as lively a companion as Grandcourt was 
ffisposed to be. But he answered without unusual 
delay. 

“ On the tenth.” 

“ I suppose you intend to remain here.” 
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Wd shall go to Byelands Ibr a little while ; but 
we shall return here for the sake of the hunting.” 

After this word there was the languid inartioulato 
sound frequent with Grandcourt when he meant to 
continue speaking, and Lush waited for something 
more. Nothing came, and he was going to put 
another question, when the inartioulate sound 
began again and introduced the mildly - uttered 
suggestion — 

“ You had better make some now arrangement for 
yourself.” 

“Whatl I am to cut and run?” said Lush, pre- 
pared to be good-tempered on the occasion. 

** Something of that kind.” 

“ The bride objects to me. I hope she will make 
up to you for the want of my services.” 

“ I can’t help your being so damnably disagreeable 
to women,” said Grandcourt, in soothing apology. 

“ To one woman, if you please.” 

“ It makes no difference, since she is the one in 
i][ue8tion.” 

“ I suppose I am not to bo turned adrift after 
fifteen years without some provision.” 

“ You must have saved something but of me.” 

“ Deuced little. I have often saved something 
for you.” 

“You can have three hundred a-year. But you 
must live in town and be ready to look after things 
for me when I want you. I shall be rather hard up.” 

“If you are not going to be at Byelands this 
winter, I might run down there and let you know 
how Swinton gjoes on.” 
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<< If you like. I don^t care a toes where you are, 
so that you keep out of sight.’* 

** Much obliged,” said Lush, able to take the affair 
more easily than he had expected. He was sup- 
ported by the secret belief that he should «by-and-by 
be wanted as much as ever. 

“Perhaps you will not object to packing up as 
soon as possible,” said Grandcourt. “ The Torring- 
tons are coming, and Miss Harleth will be riding 
over here.” 

“ With all my heart. Can’t T be of use in going 
to Gkdsmere?” 

“ No. I am goiiio myself.” 

“About your being rather hard up. Have you 
thought of that plan ” ^ 

“ Just leave me alone, will you ? ” said Grandcourt, 
in his lowest audible tone, tossing his cigar into the 
fire, and rising to walk away. 

He spent the evening in the solitude of the smaller 
drawing-room, where, with various new publications 
on the table, of the kind a gentleman may like to have 
at hand without touching, he employed himself (as a 
philosopher might have done) in sitting meditatively 
on a sofa and abstaining from literature — political, 
comic, cynical, or romantic. In tin's way hours may 
pass surprisingly soon, without the arduous invisible 
chase of philosophy ; not fiom love of thought, but 
irom hatred of ofibrt — from a state of the inward 
world, something like premature age, where the 
need for action lapses into a mere image of what 
has been, is, and may or might be ; where impulse 
is bom and dies in a phantasmal world, pausing in 
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rejection even of a shadowy fnlfilment That is a 
condition which often comes with whitening hair; 
and sometimes, too, an intense obstinacy and tenacity 
of rule, like the main trunk of an exorbitant egoism, 
conspicuous in proportion as the varied susceptibili- 
ties of younger years are stripped away. 

But Grandcourt’s hair, though he had not much of 
it, was df a fine sunny biond, and his moods were 
not entirely to be explained as ebbing energy. We 
mortals have a strange spiritual chemistry going on 
within us, so that a lazy stagnation or even a cottony 
milkiness may be preparing one knows not what 
biting or explosive material The navvy waking 
from sleep and without malice heaving a stone to 
crush the life out of his still sleeping comrade, is 
understood to lack tlie trained motive which makes 
a character fairly calculable in its actions ; but by a 
roundabout course oven a gentleman may make of 
himself a chancy personage, raising an uncertainty 
as to what he may do next, which sadly spoils com- 
panionship. 

Grandcourt’s thoughts this evening were like the 
circlets one sees in a dark pool continually dying 
out and continually started again by some impulse 
from below the surface. The deeper central impulse 
came frrom the image of Gwendolen ; but the 
thoughts it stirred would be imperfectly illustrated 
by a reference to the amatory poets of all ages. It 
was characteristic that he got none of his satis&o- 
tion from the belief that Gwendolen was in love with 
him ; and that love had overcome the jealous resent- 
ment which had made her run away from hisL On 



64 


baMs i>BRdihoi. 


the oonlrary, he believed that this was rather 
exceptional in the fact that, in spite of his assiduous 
attention to her, she was not in love with him ; and 
it seemed to him very likely that if it had not been 
for the sudden poverty which had come over her 
fomily, she would not have accepted him. From the 
very first there had been an exasperating fascination 
in the tricksiness with which she had — not 'met his 
advances, but — wheeled away from them. She had 
been brought to accept liim in spite of ever3rthing — 
brought to kneel down like a horse under training 
for the arena, though she might have an objection 
to it all the while. On the wliolc, Grandoourt got 
more pleasure out of this notion tlian he could have 
done out of winning a girl of whom he was. sure that 
she had a strong inclination for him personally. 
And yet this pleasure in mastering reluctance flour- 
ished along with the habitual persuasion that no 
woman whom he favoured could be quite indifferent 
to his personal influence ; and it seemed to him not 
unlikely that by-and-by Gwendolen might be more 
enamoured of him than ho of her. In any case she 
would have to submit ; and ho enjoyed thinking of 
her as Ins future wife, whose pride and spirit were 
suited to command every one but hiTiiself. He had 
no taste fi)r a woman who was all fendemess to him, 
full of petitioning solicitude and willing obedience. 
He meant to be master of a woman who would have 
liked to master him, and who perhaps would have 
been capable of mastering another man. 

' Lush, having failed in his attempted reminder 
to Grandcourt, thought it well to communicate with 
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Sir Hugo, in whom, as a man having peihape 
interest enough to command the bestowal of some 
place where the work was light, gentlemanly, and 
not ill-paid, he was anxious to cultivate a sense of 
friendly obligation, not feeling at all secure against 
the future need of such a place. He wjote the 
following letter, and addressed it to Park Lane, 
whither he knew the family had returned from 
Leubronn : — 

“My dear Sir Hugo, — Since we came home the 
marriage has been absolutely decided on, and is to 
take place in less than three weeks. It is so far 
the worse for him that her mother has lately lost 
all her fortune, and he will have to find supplies. 
Grftndcourt, I know, is feeling the want of cash; 
and unless some other plan is resorted to, he will 
be raising money in a foolish way. I am going to 
leave Diplow immediately, and I shall not be able 
to start the topic. What I should advise is, that 
Mr Deronda, who I kiiow has your confidence, 
should propose to come and pay a short visit here, 
according to invitation (there are going to be other 
people in the house), and that you should put him 
fully in possession of your wishes and the possible 
extent of your offei. Then, that he should intro- 
duce the subject to Grandcourt so as not to imply 
that you suspect any particular want of money 
on his part, bht only that there is a strong wish 
on yours. What I have formerly said to him has 
been in the way of a conjecture that you might be 
willing to give a good sum for his chance of Diplew; 
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but if Mr Derbnda came armed with a definite offer, 
that would take another sort of hold. Ten to one 
he will not close for some time to come; but the 
proposal will have got a stronger lodgment in his 
mind ; and though at present he has a ^at notion 
of the hunting here, I see a likelihood, under the 
oiroumstanoeB, that he will get a distaste for the 
neighbourhood, and there will be the notion of the 
money sticking by him without being urged. I 
would bet on your ultimate success. As T am not 
to be exiled to 8 iboria, but am to be within call, it 
is possible that, by-and-by, I may be of more service 
to you. But at present I can think of no medium 
80 good as Mr Deronda. Nothing puts Grandcourt 
in worse humour than liaving the lawyers thrust 
their paper under his nose uninvited. t 

** Trusting that your visit to Leubronn has put 
you in excellent condition for the winter, I remain, 
my dew Sir Hugo, yours very faithfully, 

Thomas Cranmer Lush.” 

Sir Hugo, having received this letter at break- 
fast, handed it to Deronda, who, though he had 
chambers in town, was somehow hardly ever in 
them, Sir Hugo not being contented without him. 
The chatty baronet would have liked a yotmg com- 
panion even if there had been no peculiar reasons 
for attachment between them : one with a fine har- 
monious unspoiled face fitted to keep* up a cheerful 
view of posterity and inheritance generally, not- 
withstanding particular disappointments; and his 
^affection for Deronda was not diminished by the 
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deep-lying though not obtni«ive differenoe in tlieir 
notions and tastes. Perhaps it was all the stranger ; 
acting as the same sort of difference does between 
a man and a woman in giving a piquancy to the 
attachment which subsists in spite of it. Sir Hugo 
did not think unapprovingly of himself ; but he looked 
at men and society from a liberal-menagerie point 
of view, and he had a certain pride in Deronda’s 
differing from him, wliioh, if it had found voice, 
might have said — “Yon see this fine young fellow 
— not such as you see ^very day, is he? — he 
belongs to me in a sort of way, I brought him up 
from a child ; but you would not ticket him off 
easily, he has notions of his own, and he*B as far 
aj the polos asunder from what I was at his age.’’ 
This state of feeling was kept up by the mental 
balance in Doronda, who was moved by an affection- 
ateness such as we are apt to call feminine, dispos- 
ing him to yield in ordinary details, while he had a 
certain inflexibility of judgment, and independence 
of opinion, held to be rightfully masculine. 

When he had read the letter, he returned it 
without speaking, inwardly wincing under Lushes 
mode of attributing a neutral usefulness to him 
in the family affairs. 

“What do you say, Dan? It would be pleasant 
enough for you. You have not seen the place for 
a good many years now, and you might have a 
famous run with the haiTiers if you went down next 
week,’* said Sir Hugo. 

“ I should not go on that account,” said Dsibnda,^ 
buttering his bread, attentively. He had an objeo- 
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tion to this transparent kind of persuasiveness, 
whioh all intelligent animals are seen to treat 
with indifference. If he went to Diplow he should 
be doing something disagreeable to oblige Sir Hugo. 

think Lush’s notion is a good one. And it 
would be a pity to lose the occasion.” 

“That is a different matter — if you think my 
going of importance to your object,” said Deronda, 
still with that aloofness of manner which .implied 
some suppression. Ho knew tliat the baronet had 
set his heart on the affair. 

“Why, you will see the fair gambler, the Leu- 
bronn Diana, I shouldn’t wonder,” said Sir Hugo, 
gaily. “ We shall have to invite her to the Abbey, 
when they are married, Louisa,” he added, turning 
to Lady Mailing er, as if she too had read the 
letter. 

“ I cannot conceive whom you mean,” said Lady 
Mallinger, who in fact had not been listening, her 
mind having been taken up with her first sips of 
coffee, the objectionable cuff of her sleeve, and tlie 
necessity of carrying Theresa to the dentist — inno- 
cent and partly laudable preoccupations, as the 
gentle lady’s usually were. Should her appearance 
be inquired after, let it be said that she had reddish 
• blond hair (the hair of the period), a small Boman 
nose, rather prominent blue eyes and delicate eye- 
lids, with a figure whioh her thinner Mends called 
fat, her hands showing curves and dimples like a 
magnified baby’s. 

“ I mean that Ghrandcourt is going to marry the 
girl you saw at Lieubronn — don’t you remember 
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her — the Miss Harleth who used to play at rou- 
lette.” 

Dear me I Is that a good match for him ? ” 

" That depends on the sort of goodness he wants/’ 
said Sir Hugo, smiling. However, she and her 
friends have nothing, and she will bring him ex- 
penses. It’s a good match for my purposes, because 
if I am willing to foik out a sum of money, he may 
be willing to give up his chance of Diplow, so that 
we shall have it out and out, and when I die you 
will have the consolation of going to the place you 
would like to go to — wherever I may go.” 

“ T wish you would not talk of dying in that light 
way, dear.” 

“ It’s rather a heavy way, Lou, for I shall have to 
pay a heavy sum — forty thousand, at least,” 

“ But why are we to invite them to the Abbey 7 ” 
said Lady Mallinger. “I do not like women who 
gamble, like* Lady Cragstone.” 

“ Oh, you will not mind her for a week. Besides, 
she is not like Lady Cragstone because she gambled 
a little, any more than I am like a broker because 
I'm a Whig. I want to keep Grandcourt in good 
humour, and to let him see plenty of this place, that 
he may think the less of Diplow. I don't know yet 
whether I shall get him to meet me in this matter. 
And if Dan were to go over on a visit there, he 
might hold out the bait to him. It would be doing 
me a great service.” This was meant for Deronda. 

Daniel is not fond of Mr Grandcourt, I think, is 
he?” said Lady Mallinger, looking at Deronda in- 
quiringly. 



D\mKL tmBO'SDk. 




“There is no avoiding everybody one doesn't 
happen to be fond of/’ said Deronda. “I will go 
to Diplow — I don’t know that I have anything 
better to do — sinoe Sir Hugo wishes it.” 

“ That’s a trump ! ” said Sir Hugo, well pleased. 
“And if you don’t find it very pleasant, it’s so 
muoh experience. Nothing used to come amiss 
to me when I was young. Tou must see men 
and manners.” 

“ Yes ; but I have seen that man, and something 
^ of his manners too,” said Deronda. 

“Not nice manners, I think,” said Lady Mal- 
linger. 

“ Well, you see they succeed with your sex,” said 
Sir Hugo, provokingly. “And he was an uncom- , 
monly good-looking fellow when he was two or 
three and twenty — like his father. He doeSfiH take 
after his father in marrying the heirdss, though. If 
he had got Miss Arrowpoint and my land too, con- 
found him, he would have had a fine principality.” 

Deronda, in anticipating the projected visit, felt 
less disinclination than when tsousenting to it. The 
story of that girl’s marriage did interest him : what 
he had heard through Lush of her having run away 
from the suit of the man She was now going to take 
as a husband, had thrown a new sort of light on 
her gambling ; and it was probably the transition 
from that fevered worlflliness into poverty which 
had ur^jpd her acceptance where she must in some 
way have felt repulsion. ' All this implied a nature 
liable to difficulty and struggle — elements of life , 
which had a predominant attraotio^for his sym- 
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pathy, due perhaps to his early pain in dwelling on 
the conjectured story of his own existence. Persons 
attracted him, 04 Hans Meyriok had done, in propor- 
tion to the possibility of his defending them, rescu- 
ing them, telling upon their lives with somo sort 
of redeeming influence ; and he had to resist an 
inclination, easily accounted for, to withdraw coldly 
from the fortunate. But in the movement which 
had led him to repurchase Gwendolen’s necklace for 
her, and which was at work in him still, there was 
something beyond his habitual oomptBsionate fer- 
vour — something due to the fascination of her| 
womanhood. tHa was very open to eoit^ of 
chann, and mingled It with the ooBSciot|d|yf Utopian 
pictures of hisuQi^^futiiii^i yethlimyof91|6 able to 
tnSbe the folds ofi)ui(eheaaa| 0 r mi|^ have conceived 
that he would be ijqieeitjifcelyJtlhBiam less pto- 
sionate men to love a rnwttitnr ^wfifli>ut telling hfr 
of it. Sprinkle food before a delicate -eared b 
there is nothing ho would more willingly take, 
he keeps aloof, because of his sensibility to checks 
which to you are imperceptible. And one man 
differs from another, as we all differ from the Bos- 
jesman, in a sensibility to chocks, that come from 
variety of needs, spiritual or other. It seemed to 
foreshadow that capability of reticence in Deronda 
that his imagination was much occupied with two 
women, to neither of whom would he have held it 
possible that he should ever make love. Hans 
Meyzick had laughed at him for having something 
of the knight -errant in his disposition; and he 
have found his proof if he had known what 
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was jnst ncrw going on in Deronda’a mind about 
Mirah and Gwendolen. 

Deronda wrote without delay to announce the visit 
to Diplow^ and received in reply a polite aesuranoe 
that his coming would give great pleasure. That 
was not altogether untrue. Grandcourt thought it 
probable that the visit was prompted by Sir Hugo's 
desire to court him for a purpose which he did not 
make up his mind to resist ; and it was not a dis^ 
agreeable Idea to him that this fine fellow, whom 
he believed to be his cousin under the rose, would 
fvitness, perhaps with some jealousy, Henleigh Mal- 
linger Grandcourt play the commanding part of 
' betrothed lover to a splendid girl whom the cousin 
had already looked at with admixatiop. 

Grandcourt hiit^lf was net jealous of anything 
unless it threateAM his mas^iy — which he did not 
think himself likely to tane. 
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** Burely whoever Bjteakfl to me m the right voloe» 
him or her I shall follow, 

Aa the water follows tiie moon, silently, 
with ^uid steps anywhere around the globe ” 

—Walt WainiAir. 

Now iny cousins are at Diplow/’ said Grandcourt) 
‘‘will you go there? — to-morrow? The carriage 
shall come for Mrs Davilow. You can tell me what 
you would like done in the rooms. Things must be 
put in decent order while we are away at Byelands. 
And to-morrow is the only day,” 

He was sitting sideways on a sofa in the dfauing- 
room at Olfendone, one hand and elbow resting on 
the back, and the other hand thrust between his 
grossed knees — in the attitude of a man who is 
much interested in watching tlie person next ip 
him. Gwendolen, who had always disliked needle- 
work, had taken to it with apparent zeal since h^ 
engagement, and now held a piece of white em- 
broidery . which on examination would have shown 
many false stitches. Boring the last eight or nine 
days their hours had been chiefly spent on horse- 
but some margin had always been left for 
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thig more difficult sort of oompauionship, which, 
however, Gwendolen had not found diaagreeable. 
She was very well satisfied with Graudcourt. His 
answers to her lively questions about what he had 
seen and done in his life, bore drawling very welL 
From the first she liad noticed that he knew what 
to say ; and she was constantly feeling not only 
that he had nothing of the fool in his composition, 
but that by some subtle means he communicated to 
her the impression that all the folly lay with other 
people, who did what ho did not care to do. A 
man who seems to have been able to command the 
best, has a sovereign power of depieciation. Tlien 
Grandcourt’s behaviour as a lover had hardly at all 
passed the limit of an amoious homage which was 
inobtrusive as a wafted odour of roses, and spdnl 
all its effect in a gratified \auity. One day, indeed, 
he had kissed not her cheek but her nock a little 
bdlow her ear ; and Gwendolen, taken by surprise, 
had started up with a marked agitation which made 
him 'rise too and say, “ I bog your pardon — did I 
annoy you?” “Oh, it was nothing,” said Gwen- 
dolen, rather afraid of heisolf, “only I cannot bear 
— to be kissed under my ear.” She sat down again 
with a little playful laugh, but all the while she felt 
her heart beating with a vague fear: she was no 
longer at liberty to flout him as she had flouted 
poor Bex. Her agitation seemed not uncompli- 
mentary, and he had been contented not to trans- 
gress again. 

< To-day a slight rain hindered riding ; but 
compensate, a package had come ftom Londpj^ 
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l£r8 Davilcw had juai left the ro^ after biingitig 
for admiration the beautiful things (of Grand- 
oourt^s ordering) which lay scattered about on the 
tables. Gwendolen was just then enjoying the 
Sbenery of her life. She let her hands fall on her 
lap and said with a pretty air of perversity — 

‘*Why is to-morrow the only day?” 

Because the next day is the first with the 
hounds/’ said Grandcourt. 

“And after that?” 

“ After that I must go away for a couple of days 
— it’s a boro — but I shall go one day and comeijMck 
t'he next.” Grandcourt noticed a change in her 
face, and releasing his hand from under his knees, 
he laid it on hers, and said, “You object to my 
^ing away?” 

“ It is no use objecting,” said Gwendolen, coldly. 
She was resisting to the utmost her temptation to 
tell him that she suspected to whom he was going 
—and the temptation to make a clean breast, speak- 
ing without restraint. 

“ Yes it is,” said Grandcourt, enfolding her hand. 
“ I will put off going. And I will travel at night, 
so as only to be away one day,” He thought that 
he knew the reason of what he inwardly called this 
bit of temper, and she was particularly fascinating 
to him at this moment 

“ Then don’t put off going, but travel at night,” 
said Gwendolen, feeling that she could command 
him, and fiinding in this peremptoriness a small 
outlet for her irritatiop. 

“ Then you will go to Diplow to-morrow ? ” 
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“ Oh yeB, if yoti wish it,” said Gwandoleu, in a 
high tone of careless assent. Her concentration in 
other feelings had really hindered her from taking 
notice that her hand was being held. 

‘^How you treat us poor devils of men I” said 
Grandcourt, lowering his tone. “We are always 
getting the worst of it.” 

“ Are you ? ” said Gwendolen, in a tone of inquiry, 
looking at him more naively than usual. She longed 
to believe this commonplace badinage as the serious 
truth about her lover: in that case, she too was 
justified. If she knew everything, Mrs Glasher 
would appear more blamable than Grandcourt. 

Are you always getting the worst?” 

“ Yes. Are you as kind to mo as I am to you ?” 
said Grandcourt, looking into her eyes with his 
narrow gaze. 

Gwendolen felt herself stricken. She was con- 
scious of having received so much, that her sense 
of command was checked, and sank away in the 
perception that, look around her as she might, she 
could not turn back*: it was as if she had consented 
to mount a chariot where another held the reins ; 
and it was not in her nature to leap out in the eyes 
of the world. She had not consented in ignorance, 
and all she could say now would be a confession that 
she had not been ignorant. Her right to explana- 
tion was gone. All she had to do now was to adjust 
herself, so that the spikes of that unwilling penance 
which conscience imposed should not gall her. With 
k sort of mental shiver, she resolutely changed her 
mental attitude. There had been a little pause, 
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during which she had not tamed away her eyas; 
and witli a sadden break into a smile, she said*^ 
I were as kind to you as you are to me, 
that ' would spoil your generosity : it would no 
longer be as great as it could bo — and it is that 
now.’* 

*^Then I am not to as^for one kiss,’' said Grand* 
court, contented to pay a large price for this new 
kind of love-making, which introduced marriage by 
the finest contrast. 

“ Not one 1 ” said Gwendolen, getting saucy, and 
nodding at him defiantly. • 

He lifted her little left liand to his lips, and then 
released it respectfully. Clearly it was faint praise 
to say of him that he was not disgusting : he was 
almost charming ; and she felt at this moment that 
it was not likely she could ever have loved another 
man better than this one. His reticence gave her 
some inexplicable, delightful conBciousnesB. 

“Apropos,” she said, taking up her work again, 
“ is there any one besides Captain and Mrs Torring- 
ton at Diplow? — or do you leave them tite-d~tStef 
1 suppose he converses in cigars, and she answers 
with her chignon.” 

“ She has a sister with her,” said Grandcourt, with 
his shadow of a smile, “and there are two men 
besides — one of them you know, I believe.” 

“ Ah, then, I have a poor opinion of him,” said 
Gwendolen, shaking her head. 

“You saw him at Leubronn-— young Deronda — a 
young fellow with the Mallingers.” I 

Gwendolen felt as if her heart were making % 
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tisudden gambol, and her fingers, wbidi tried to keep 
a finn hold on her*work, got oold. 

** I never spoke to him,*’ she said, dreading any 
disoernible change in herselil “Is he not dis- 
agreeable ? ” 

“No, not particularly,” said Grandcourt, in his 
most languid way. “ He ^liinks a little too much 
of himself. I thought he had been introduced to 
you,” 

“No. Some one told me Ins name the evening 
before I came away ; that was all. What is he ? ” 

“ A sort of ward of Sir Hugo Mallinger’s. Noth- 
ing of any consequence.” 

“ Oh, poor creature I How very unpleasant for 
him I ” said Gwendolen, speak ing from tho lip, and 
not meaning any sarcasm. “I wonder if it heis 
left off raining 1 ” she added, rising and going to look 
out of the window. 

Happily it did not rain the next day, and Gwen- 
dolen rode to Diplow on Criterion as she had done 
on that former day when she returned with her 
mother in the carnage. She always felt the more 
daring for being in her riding-dress ; besides having 
the agreeable belief that she looked as well as 
possible in it — a sustaining consciousness in any 
meeting which seems formidable. Her anger to- 
wards Deronda had changed into a superstitious 
dread — due, perhaps, to the coercion he had exer- 
cised over her thought — lest that first interference 
of his in her life might foreshadow some future 
tofluence* It is of such stuff that superstitions are 
oommonl}' made : an intense feeling about ourselves 
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whioh makes the star shiiie at ns with a 

threat, and the blessing of a beggar encourage ua* 
And superstitions oarry oonseqummes which often 
verify their hope or their foreboding. 

The time before luncheon was taken up for Gwen^ 
dolen by going over the rooms with Mrs TorringtoB 
and Mrs Davilow ; and fhe thought it likely that if 
she saw Deronda, there would hardly be need 
more than a bow between them. She meant to 
notice him as little as possible. 

And after all she found herself under an inward 
, compulsion too strong for her pride. Frosa the 
first moment of th^ being in the room together, 
she seemed to herself to be doing nothing but notice 
him ; everything else was automatic performance of 
an habitual part. 

When he took his place at lunch, Grandcourt had 
said, “ Deronda, Miss Harleth tells me you were not 
introduced to lier at Ijeubromi ? ” 

“ Miss Harleth hardly remembers me, I imagine,” 
said Deronda, looking at her quite simply, as they 
bowed. “ She was intensely occupied when I saw 
her.” 

Now, did he suppose that she had not suspected 
him of being the person who redeemed her necklace? 

“ On the contrary. I remember .you very well,” 
said Gwendolen, feeling rather nervous, but govern- 
ing herself and looking at him in return with new 
examination. ‘‘You did not approve of my play- 
ing at roulette.” 

“How did you come to that conclusion?” sail 
Deronda, gravely. 
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yon oMt an evil eye on my play/' said 
Ghvendden, with a turn of her head and a smile. 

I began to lose as soon as you came to look on. 
I had always been winning till then.” 

Roulette in suoh a kennel as Leubronn is a 
horrid bore/* said Grandcourt. 

**/ found it a bore wh^ I began to lose,” said 
Gwendolen. Her face was turned towards Grand- 
oourt as she smiled and spoke, but she gave a 
sidelong glance at Deronda, and saw his eyes fixed 
on her with a look so gravely penetrating that it 
had a keener edge for her than his ironical smile 
at her losses — a keener edge 4 han Klesmer's judg- 
ment. She wheeled her neck round as if she 
wanted to listen to what was being said by the 
rest, while she was only thinking of Deronda. brts 
fisoe had that disturbing kind of form and expres- 
sion which tlireatens to affect opinion — as if one’s 
standard were somehow wrong. (Who has not 
seen men with faces of this corrective power till 
they frustrated it by speech or action ?) His voice, 
heard now for the first time, was to Grandcourt’s 
toneless drawl, which had been in her ears every 
day, as the deep notes of a violoncello to the broken 
discourse of poultry and other lazy gentry in the 
afternoon sunshine. Grandcourt, she inwardly con- 
jectured, was perhaps right in saying that Deronda 
thought too much of himself: — a favourite way of 
explaining a superiority that humiliates. However, 
the talk turned on the rinderpest and Jamaica, and 
1^0 more was said about roulette. Grandcourt held 
that the Jamaican negro was a beastly sort of baf)- 
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ti$t OalilMui ; Denmda said be had always felt a Httle 
with Oaliboiif who naturally had his own point of 
view and oould sing a good song; Mrs Davilow 
observed that her father had an estate in Barba-* 
does, but that she herself had never been in the 
West Indies ; Mrs Torrington was sure she should 
never sleep in her bed if she lived among blocks ; 
her husband corrected her by saying that the 
blacks would be manageable enough if it were 
not for the half-breeds; and Deronda remarked 
that the whites had to thank themselves for the 
half-breeds. 

While this polite pea- shooting was going on, 
Gwendolen trifled with her jelly, and looked at 
every speaker in turn that she might feel at ease 
in looking at Deronda. 

“I wonder what he thinks of me really? He 
must have felt interested in me, else he would 
not have sent me my necklace. 1 wonder what 
he thinks of my marriage? What notions has he 
to make him so grave about things? Why is he 
come to Diplow?” 

These questions ran in her mind as the voice of 
an uneasy longing to be judged by Deronda with 
unmixed admiration — a longing which had had its 
seed in her first resentment at his critical glance. 
Why did she care so much about the opinion of 
this man who was ** nothing of any consequence ” ? 
She had no time to find the reason — she was too 
muoh engaged in caring. In the drawing-room, 
when something had called Grandoourt away, ah) 
went quite unpremeditatedly up to Deronda, who 
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was standing at a table apart, turning over same 
prints, and said to bim — 

** Shall you hunt to-morrow, Mr Deronda ? 

“ Yes, I believe sa" 

“ You don’t object to hunting, then ? ” 

I find excuses for it. It is a sin I am inclined 
to — when I can’t get boat^pg or cricketing.” 

“Do you object to my hunting?” said Gwen- 
dolen, with a saucy movement the chin. 

“ I have no right to object to anything you choose 
to do.” 

“You thought you had a right to object to my 
gambling,” persisted Gwendolen. 

“ I was sorry for it. I am not aware that 1 told 
you of my objection,” said Deronda, with his usual 
directness of gaze — a large-eyed gravity, innocent 
of any intention. His eyes had a peculiarity which 
has drawn many men into trouble ; they were of a 
dark yet mild intensity, which seemed to express 
a special interest in every one on whom he fixed 
them, and might easily help to bring on him 
those claims which ardently sympathetic people 
are often creating in the minds of those who need 
help. In mendicant fashion, we make the good- 
ness of others a reason for exorbitant demands on 
them. That sort of effect was penetrating Gwen- 
dolen. 

“You hindered me from gambling again,” she 
answered. But she had no sooner spoken than 
she blushed over face and neck; and Deronda 
^blushed too, oonsoious that in the little sfiair of 
the necklace he had taken a questionable freedom. 
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It was impossibly, to speak farther; and she 
turned away to a window, feeling that she had 
stupidly said what she had not nieant to say, and 
yet being rather happy that she had plunged into 
this mutual understanding. Deronda also did not 
dislike it. Gwendolen seemed more decidedly at- 
tractive than before ; and certainly there had been 
changes going on within her since that time at 
Leubronn: the stniggle of mind attending a con- 
scious error had wakened something like a new 
soul, which had better, but also worse, possibilities 
than her former poise of crude self-confidiBO^ : 
among the forces she had come to dread was some- 
thing witlun her that troubled satisfaction. 

•That evening Mrs Davilow said, “Was it really 
so, or only a joke of yoms, about Mr Deronda’s 
spoiling your play, Gwen?^^ 

Her curiosity had been excited, and she could 
venture to ask a question that did not concern Mr 
Grandoourt. 

“ Oh, it merely happened that he was looking on 
when I began to lose,” said Gwendolen, carelessly. 

“ I noticed him.” 

“ 1 don’t wonder at that : ho is a striking young 
man. He puts me in mind of Italian paintings. 
One would guess, without being told, that there 
was foreign blood in his veins.” 

“ Is there ? ” said Gwendolen. 

“Mrs Torrington says sa I asked particularly 
who he was, and she told me that his mother was • 
BomA foreigner of high rank.” 
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HIb mother ? ” said Gwendolen, rather sharply. 
^^Then who was his fiither?’* 

“ Well — every one says he is the son of Sir Hugo 
Mallinger, who brought him up ; though he passes 
for a ward. She says, if Sir Hugo Mallinger could 
have done as he liked with his estates, he would 
have left them to this Mr Deronda, since he has no 
legitimate son.’' 

Gwendolen was silent ; but her mother observed 
so marked an effect in her face that she was angry 
with herself for having repeated Mrs Torrington’s 
gossip. It seemed, on retloction, unsuited to thO 
ear of her daughter, for whom Mrs Davilow disliked 
what is called knowledge of the world ; and indeed 
Iphe wished that she herself had not had any of it 
thrust upon her. 

An image which had immediately arisen in Gwen- 
dolen's mind was that of the unknown mother — no 
doubt a dark-eyed woman — probably sad. Hardly any 
face could be less like Deronda’s than that repre- 
sented as Sir Hugo’s in a crayon portrait at Diplow. 
A dark-eyed beautiful woman, no longer young, had 
become “ stuff o' the conscionro ” to Gwendolen. 

That night when she had got into her little bed, 
and only a dim light was burning, she said-^ 

“Mamma, have men generally children before 
they are married?” 

“ No, dear, no,” said Mrs Davilow. “ Why do 
you ask such a question?” (But she began to 
think that she saw the why.) 

2 “ If it were so, I ought to know,” said Gwendoleni 
with some indignation. 
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“You are thinking of what I said about Mi 
Deronda and Sir Hugo Mallinger. That is a vety 
unusual oase, dear.” 

“ Does Lady Mallinger know ? ” 

“She knows enough to satisfy her. That is quite 
olear, because Mr Deronda has lived with them.” 
“And people think no worse of him ? ” 

“ Well, of course ho is under some disadvantage ; 
it is not as if he were Lady Malhnger’s son. He 
does not inherit the prop<»rty, and he is not of any 
consequence in the world. But people are not 
obliged to know anything about his birth ; you *i«e, 
he is very well received.” 

“ I wonder whotlier ho knows about it ; and 
whether he is angry with his father?” 

• My dear child, why should you think of that ? ” 
“Why?” said Gwendolen, impetuously, sitting 
up in her bed. “ Haven’t children reason to be 
angry with their parents? How can they help 
their parents marrying or not marrying?” 

But a consciousness rushed upon hor, which made 
her fall back again on her pillow. It was not only 
what she would have felt months before — that she 
might seem to be reproaching hor mother for that 
(‘cond marriage of hers ; — what she chiefly felt noW 
was, that she had been led on to a condemnation 
which seemed to make her own marriage a for- 
bidden thing. 

There was no fui-ther talk, and till sleep came 
over her, Gwendolen lay struggling with the reasons 
against that marriage — reasons which pressed upon 
her newly now that they were unexpeot^y mirrored 
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in the stcny of a man whose slight relations with 
bar had, by soma hidden affinity, bitten thamselyes 
into the most permanent layers of feeling. * It was 
oharaoteristio that, with all her debating, she was 
never troubled by the question whether the indefen- 
sibleness of her marriage did not include the fact 
that she had accepted Grandcourt solely as the man 
whom it was convenient for her to marry, not in the 
least as one to whom she would be binding herself 
in duty. Gwendolen’s ideas were pitiably crude ; 
but many g^nd difficulties of life are apt to force 
thmnselves on us in our crudity. And to judge 
wisely I suppose we must know how things appear 
to the unwise ; that kind of appearance making the 
l^larger part of the world’s history. 

In the morning, there was a double excitement 
for her. She was going to hunt, from which scruples 
about propriety had threatened to hinder her, until 
it was found that Mrs Torrington was horsewoman 
enough to accompany her; — going to hunt for the 
first time since her escapade with Rex ; and she 
was going again to see Deronda, in whom, since 
last night, her interest had so gathered that she 
expected, as people do about revealed celebrities, 
to see something in his appearance which she had 
missed before. What was he going to bo ? What 
sort of life had he before him — he being nothing of 
any consequence ? And with only a little difference 
in events he might have been as important as 
Grandcourt, nay — her imagination inevitably went 
* in that direction — might have held the very estates 
wluch Grandcourt was to have. But now, Deronda 
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wotild probably some day see her mistrets of the 
Abbey a# Topping, see her bearing the title which 
would iSlvb been his own wife’s. Ti^se obvious, 
futile "thoughts of what might have Ibeen, made a 
new epoch for Gwendolen. She, whose unquestion- 
ing habit it had been to take the best that came 
to her for less than her own claim, had now to see 
the position which tempted her in a new light, as 
a hard, unfair exclusion of others. What she had 
now heard about Deronda seemed to her imagination 
to throw him into one group with Mrs Glasher and 
her children; before whom she felt herself hS an 
attitude of apology — she who had hitherto been 
surrounded by a group that in her opinion had need 
be^apologetic to her. Perhaps Deronda himself was ^ 
thinkiiig of these things. Could he know of Mrs 
Glasher? If he knew that she knew, he would 
despise her ; but he could have no such knowledge. 
Would he, without that, despise her for marrying 
Ghrandoourt ? His possible judgment of her actions 
was telling on her as importunately as Klesmer’s 
judgment of her powers ; but she found larger room 
for resistance to a disapproval of her marriage, 
because it is easier to make our conduct seem justifi- 
able to ourselves than to make our ability strike 
others. “ How can I help it ? ” is not our favourite 
apology for incompetence. But Gwendolen felt 
some strength, in saying — 

“ How can I help what other people have done ? 
Things would not come right if 1 were to turn round 
now and declare that I would not marry Mr Grand- 
oourt.” And such tmning round was out of the 
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question. The horses in the diariot she hftd mount- 
ed were going at full speed. ^ 

This mood of youthful, elated desperatH^n had a 
tidal recurrence. She could dare anything that lay 
before her sooner than she could choose to go back- 
ward into humiliation ; and it was even soothing to 
think that there would now be as much ill-doing in 
the one as in tlie other. But the immediate delightful 
fact was the hunt, where she would see t)eronda, and 
where ho would see her ; for always lurking ready 
to obtrude before other thoughts about him was the 
impression that he was very much interested in her. 
But to-day she was resolved not to repeat her folly of 
yesterday, as if she were anxious to say anything to 
him. Indeed, the hunt would be too absorbing. ^ 
And so it was for a long while. Deronfla was 
there, and within her sight very often ; but this 
only added to the stimulus of a pleasure which 
Gwendolen had only once before tasted, and which 
seemed likely always to give a delight independent 
of any crosses, except such as took away the ohail4 
of riding. No accident happened to throW them to- 
gether ; the run took them within convenient reach, 
of home, and in the agreeable sombreness of the grey 
November afternoon, with a long stratum of yellow 
light in the west, Gwendolen was returning with the 
company from Diplow, who were attending her on 
the way to Oifendene. Now that the sense of glori- 
ous excitement was over and gone, she was getting 
irritably disappointed that she bad had no opportun- 
ity of speaking to Deronda, whom she would not see 
again, sinoa.’im was to go away in a couple of days. 
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What jw 4ihe going to say? That waB not quite 
certain^ She wanted to speak to him. Qxandoourt 
was b^Mier side ; Mrs Torrington, her husband, and 
another gentleman in advance ; and Deronda’s horse 
she oould hear beliind. The wish to speak to him 
and have him speaking to her was becoming impe- 
rious ; and there was no chance of it unless she 
simply asserted her will and defied everything. 
Where the order of things could give way to Miss 
Gwendolen, it must be made to do so. They had 
lately emerged from a wood of pines and beeches, 
where the twilight stillness had a repressing%ffeot, 
which increased her impatience. The horse-hoofs 
again heard behind at some little distance were a 
growing irritation. She reined in her horse an(|| 
ISoked behind her; Grandcourt, after a few paces, 
also paused ; but she, waving her whip and nodding 
sideways with playful imperiousness, said, Go on I 
I wsmt to speak to Mr Deronda.” 

Qlif^dcourt hesitated ; but that he would have 
done after any proposition. It was an awkward 
situation for him. No gontlemaii, before marriage, 
could give the emphasis of refusal to a command 
delivered in this playful way. He rode on slowly, 
and she waited till Deronda came up. He looked 
at her with tacit inquiry, and she said at once, 
letting her horse go alongside of his — 

Mr Deronda, you must enlighten my ignorance. 

I want to know why you thought it wrong for me 
to gamble. Is it because I am a woman?*’ 

‘^Not altogether; but 1 regretted it the m<Mre» 
because you were a Woman,” said Deronda, with an 
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iitetxraMibk IMIib. Apparently it mnit H muleis 
steod between them now that it was he ilho sent 
the nebklaoe. think it would be better tor men 
not to gamble. It is a besotting kind of taste, 
likely to turn into a disease. And, besides, there is 
something revolting to me in raking a heap of money 
together, and internally ohuokling over it, when others 
are feeling the loss of it. I should even call it base, 
if it were more than an exceptional lapse. There 
are enough inevitable turns of fortune which force 
ns to see that our gain is another's loss : — that is 
one of the ugly aspects of life. One would like to 
reduce it as much as one could, not get amusement 
out of exaggerating it.*^ Deronda’s voi^e had 
lathered some indignation while he was speaki^ig. 

“But you do admit that we can’t help tbk|gsV* 
said Gwendolen, with a drop in her tone. The an- 
swer had not been anything like what she had expect- 
ed. “ I mean that things are so in spile of us ; we 
can’t always help it tliat our gain is another’s loss.” 

“Clearly. Because of that, wo sliould help it 
where we can.” 

Gwendolen, biting her lip inside, paused a mo- 
ment, and then forcing herself to speak with an air 
of playftilnesB again, said — 

But why should you regret it more because I am 
a woman ? ” 

“Perhaps because we need that you should be 
better than we are.” 

* “ But suppose tee need that men should be better 
*thaii we are,” said Gwendolen, with a little air of 
“check!” » 
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That is ittther a difficulty/’ said Deronda, smil* 
ing. “ I suppose I should have said, we each of us 
think it would be hotter for the other to be good.” 

“ Y6u see, I needed you to be better liiau I was — 
and you thought so,” said Gwendolen, nodding and 
laughing, while slie put her horse forward and joined 
Grandcourt, who made no observation. 

“ Don’t you want to know what 1 had to say to 
Mr Deronda?” said Gwendolen, \vhose own pride 
required her to account for her cf)nduct. 

“ A — no,” paid Grandcourt, coldly. 

“Now that is the first impolite word you hfcvo 
spokfin — that you don’t wish to hear what 1 had to 
say,” said Gwendolen, playing at a pout. 

“ I wish to hear what you say to me — not to other 
men,” said Grandcourt. 

“ Then you wish to hear this. I wanted to make 
him tell me why he objected to my gambling, and 
he gave me a littlo sermon.” 

“Yes — but excuse mo the sermon.” If Gwen- 
dolen imagined that Grandcourt cared about her 
speaking to Deronda, he wished her to understand 
that she was mistaken. But ho was not fond of 
being told to ride on. She saw ho was piqued, but 
did not mind. She had accomplished her object of 
speaking again to Deronda befoio he raised his hat 
and turned with the rest towards Diplow, while her 
lover attended her to Offondene, whoie he was to 
bid farewell before a whole day’s absence on the 
unspecified journey. Grandcourt had spoken truth 
in calling the journey a bore ; he was going by train 
to Gadi^ere. 

VOL. JL D 



CHAPTER XXX. 


No ponitence and no confessional 
No pnest ordains it yet they re forced bo lU 
Amid deep ashes of their vanished years 


Imagine a rambhrg, patdiy houso, the best part 
built of grey stone, and red- tiled, a round tower 
jutting at one of the corners, the inel],ow d^xMlllll^ 
f of its conical roof surmounted by a weathei-cock 
I making an agreeable object eithegr amidst the gleams 
and g^eenth of summer or tlie low -hanging clouds and 
snowy branches of winter . the ground shady with 
spreading trees : a gieat cedar flounshing on one 
Side, backward some Scotch iirs on a broken bank 
whore the roots hung naked, and beyond, a rookeiy : 
on the other side a pool overhung wnth bushes, where 
the water-fowl fiutteied and screamed all axound, a 
vast lUeadow which might be called a park, bordered 
by an old plantation and guarded by stone lodges 
which looked hke little prisons. Outside the gate 
the country, once entirely rural and lovely, now 
I blaetlE with coal-mines, was chiefly peopled by men 
and brethren with candles stuck in tiheir hahsii and 
with a diabolic complexion which laid 
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liaiiy open to enspioton in the eyes of the chililreti 
at Gsdsmere — ^Mrs Glasher’s fotir beautify children,' 
who had dwelt there for about three y^ara. Kow, 
in November, when the flower-beds wen^ empty, the 
trees leafless, and the pool blackly shivering, one 
might have said that the place was sombrely in 
keeping with the black roads and black mounds 
which seemed to put the district in mourning ; — 
except when the children were playing on the 
gravel with the dogs for their companions. But 
Mrs Glasher under her present circumstances liked 
Gadsniere as well as she would have liked any dtber 
abode. The complete seclusion of the place, which 
the unattractiveness of the country secured, was 
exactly to her taste. When she drove her two 
ponites with a waggonet full of children, there were 
no gentry in carriages to bo mot, only men of busi- 
ness in gigs ; at church there were no eyes she cared 
to avoid, for the curate’s wife and tlu* curate himself 
were either ignorant of anything to her disadvantage, 
or ignored it ; to them she was simply a widow lady, 
the tenant of Gadsmere ; and the name of Grandcourt 
was of little interest in that district compared with 
the names of Fletcher and Gawcome, the l essees of 
tlio collieries. 

It was full ten years since the elopement of an 
Irish officer’s beautiful wife with young Grandcourt, 
and a consequent duel where the bullets wounded 
the air only, had made some little noise. Mp^t of 
those who remembered the afikir now wondAed 
what had become of that Mrs Glasher whose beauty 
and brimbuiqy had made her rather oonspiouous to 
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them in foreign j>lace8, where she waa known to Be 
IftYing with y(#»g Grandcourt» 

That he should have disentangled himself from 
that connection seemed only natural and desirable. 
As to her it waa thought that a woman who was 
understood to have forsaken her child along with 
her husband had probably sunk lower. Grandcourt 
had of course got weary of her. He was much 
given to the pursuit of women : but a man in his. 
position would by tliis time desire to makj^ a. 
able marriage with the fair young daughteiT^of a 
noble house. No one tallced of Mrs Glasher now, 
any more than they talked of the victim in a trial for 
manslaughter ten years before : she was a lost vessel 
after whom nobody would send out an expedition of 
search; but Grandcourt was seen in harbour v^th 
his colours flying, registered as seaworthy as ever. 

Yet in fact Grandcourt had never disentangled 
himself from Mrs Glasher. His passion for her had 
been the strongest and most lasting ho had ever 
known; and though it was now as dead as the 
music of a cracked flute, it had hift a certain dull 
disposednoss, which on the death of her husband 
three years before had prompted in him a vacillat- 
ing notion of marrying her, in accordance witli tlie 
understanding often expressed between them dur- 
ing the days of his first ardour. At that early 
time Grandcourt would willingly have paid for the 
freedom to be won by a divorce ; but the husband 
would not oblige him, not wanting to be married 
again himself, and not wishing to have his domestic 
habits printed in evidence. 
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The altered poise which the years had brought 
in Mrs Glasher was just the reverse. At first she 
was comparatively careless about the possibility of 
marriage. It was enough tliat she )i|id escaped 
from a disagreeable husband and found a sort of 
bliss with a lover who had completely fascinated 
her — young, handsome, amorous, and living in the 
best style, with equipage and conversation of the 
kind to be expected in young men of fortune who 
have seen everything. She was an impassioned, 
vivacious woman, fond of adoration, exasperated 
by five years of marital rudeness ; and the sepse 
of release was so strong upon her that it stuled 
anxiety for more tlian she actually enjoyed. An 
equivocal position was of no importance to her 
then; she had no envy for the honours of a duU 
disregarded wife: the one spot which spoiled her 
vision of her new pleasant world, was the sense 
that she had left her three-year-old boy, who died 
two years afterwards, and whose first tones saying 
“ mamma ” retained a difference from those of the 
children that came after. But now the years had 
brought many changes besides those in the contour 
of her cheek and throat ; and that Grandcourt should 
marry her had become her dominant desire. The 
equivocal position which she had not minded about 
for herself was now telling upon her through her 
children, whom she loved with a devotion charged 
with the added passion of atonement. She had no 
repentance except in this direction. If Grandcourt 
married her, the children would be none the worse 
off for what had passed : they would see their 
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^modier in'» digfoified poiitioii, aiftd tbiff 
j|& u6 disadvtfitage with the world: her eon o«i«dd 
&ther'B heir. It was the yearning Ibr 
thlliklieeult whioh gave the supreme importance to 
GhrauidoonrtV feeling for her ; her love for him had 
long resolved itself into anxiety that he should give 
hat the unique, permanent claim of a wife, and she 
expected no other happiness in marriage than the 
satisfaction of her maternal lovo and. pride — ^inolud- 
ing her pride for herself in the presence of her 
children. For the sake of that result she was 
prepared even with a tragic firmness to endure 
anything quietly in marriage ; and she had had 
acuteness enough to cherish Grandoourt^s flicker- 
ing purpose negatively, by not molestjiig hiiA 4|||tf 
passionate appeals and with Bcene>ma(kiiigi 
as in every one else who wanted anything el Itfim, 
his incalculable turns, and his tendency to harden 
under beseeching, had meated a reasonable dread : 

slow didodveiy, of which no presentiment had 
been given in tfie bearing of a youthful lover with 
a fine line of face and the softest manners. But 
rtffeieeiioe had necessarily cost something to this 
fldpMirioned woman, and she was the bitterer for it 
^^iTe is no quailing — even that forced on the help- 
and injured — which has not an ngly obverse: 
Hie withheld sting was gathering venom. She was 
absolutely depeiident on Grandcourt ; for though he 
had been always liberal in expenses for her, he had 
kept everything voluntary on his part ; and witli 
the goal of marriage before her, she would ask for 
nothing hm. He had said that he would never 
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except bj^ wiU; ajld wheai Ah iHA 
thinking of altematives for the fbtare it mSbA 
occmrred^to her i^t, even if she did not become 
Grandoourt's wife, he might never ho'f'e la ecm who 
would have a legitimate claim on him, and the end 
might be that her son would be made heir to the 
best part of his estates. No son at that early 
could promise to have more of his father^s 
But her becoming Grandcourt*s wife was so &r from 
being an extravagant notion of possibility, that even 
Lush had entertained it, and had said that he would 
as soon bet on it as on any other likelihood^mtii 
regard to his familiar companion. Lush, indeed, on 
inferring that Grandcourt had a preconception of 
d|ing his residence at Diplow in order to win Miss 
Arrowpoint, had thought it well to fan that project, 
taking it as a tacit renunciation of the marriage 
with Mrs Glasher, which had long been a mark for 
the hovering and wheeling of Grandcourt’S caprice. 
But both prospects had been negatived by Gwen- 
dolen’s appearance on the scene ; and it was natural 
enough for Mrs Glasher to enter with eagerness into 
Lush’s plan of hindering that new danger by setting 
np a barrier in the mind of the girl who was being 
sought as a bride. She entered into it with i/n 
eagerness which had passion in it as well as pur- 
pose, some of the stored-up venom delivering itself 
in that way. 

After that, she had heard from Imsh of Gwen- 
dolep’s departure, and the probability that all 
danger from her was got rid of; but there had been* 
no letter to tell her that the danger had returned 
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had 'become a certainty. She had since then 
Htten to Grandoourt as she did habitually, and he 
aad been longer than usual in answering. She was 
infeihding that he might intend coming to OadsipMfyif 
at the time when he was actually on way«f^ 
she was not without hope — what constructmiicf 
pother’s mind is not strong wishing equal to? — 
that a certain sickening from that frustrated court- 
ship might dispose him to slip the moro easily into 
the old track of intention. 

Grandoourt had two grave purposes in coming to 
Gadsmere : to convey the nows of his approaching 
marriage in person, in order to make tliis first diffi- 
culty final ; and to get fioin Tjydia his mother’s 
diamonds, which long ago he had confided to her 
and wished her to wear, Ker poison suited dia- 
monds and made them look as if they were worth 
some of the money given for them. Those par- 
ticular diamonds weie not mountains of light — they 
were mere jieas and haricots for the oars, neck, and 
hair; but they were worth some thousands, and 
Grandoourt necossarily wished to have them for his 
wife. Formerly when he had asked Lydia to put 
them into his keeping again, simply on the ground 
that they would bo safer and ought to bo deposited 
at the bank, she had quietly but absolutely refused, 
declaring that they were quite safe ; and at last had 
said, “ If you ever marry another woman I will give 
them up to her: are you going to marry another 
woman?” At that time Grandoourt bad no motive 
; which urged him to persist, and he had this grace 
in him, that the disposition to exercise power either 
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by cowing or disappointing others or exciting in 
them a rage which they dared not express — a 
disposition which was active in him as other pro- 
pensities' became languid — had always been in 
abeyance before Lydia. A severe interpreter might 
say that the mere facts of their relation to each 
other, the melancholy position of this woman who 
depended on his will, made a standing banquet for 
his delight in dominating. Tint there was some- 
thing else than this in his forbearance towards her : 
there was the surviving, though metamorphosed 
effect of the power she had had over him ; an^d il 
was this effect, the fitful dull lapse towards solicita- 
tions that once had the zest now missing from life, 
which had again and again inclined him to espouse 
a familiar past rather than rouse himself to the 
expectation of novelty. But now novelty had taken 
hold of him and urged him to make the most of it. 

Mrs Glasher was seated in the pleasant room 
where she habitually passed her mornings with her 
children round lier. It had a square projeoting 
window and looked on broad gravel and grass, 
sloping towards a little brook that entered the pool. 
The top of a low black cabinet, the old oak table, 
the chairs in tawny leather, were littered with the 
children’s toys, books, and garden garments, at 
which a mat grpal lad v in pasj el looked down from 
the walls with smiling indulgence. The children 
wore all there. The three girls, seated round their 
mother near the window, were miniature portraits 
of her— dark-eyed, delicate-featured brunettes with* 
a rich bloom on their cheeks, tlioir little nostrils and 
VOL. II. P 3 
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Hfalfn liligiilailj finiihed m if th^y mm tiigr 
milln, die ddmt being bomly nine. Tbe boy wm 
'^mfdhliva the oeipet at eome distance, bflMilldmi 
tead over the animals frQi{Bt<|||,iMw^ 
admoaishing them separately iaf V«ii 44 Cd)iMiMMfc 
in|||D(>mmand, and oocasioneliy lieliieg Ibe' spotted 
0X168 to see if the colooni Voul^. 'holds Josephine, 
the eldest, was havitig heir Freiioh leison ; and tbe 
others, with th^ir dolls on their laps, sat demurely 
enough for gne^^ toi the Madonna. Mrs Glasher's 
toilet had beeti very carefully — each day now 
she said to herself that Grandcourt might come in. 
He? Jieadt which, spite of emaciation, had an inef- 
%SllaU6 beauty in the fine profile, crisp curves of 
liahr| and olearly^marked eyebrows, lose impressively 
shnye her bronze-coloured silk and velvet, and tffo 
gold lieoklaco which Grandcourt had first clasped 
rougd her neck years ago. Not that she had any 
pleasure in her toilet ; her chief thought of herself 
seen in the glass was, “ How changed 1 ” — but such 
good in life as remaiiiod to her she would keep. If 
her chief wish were fulfilled, she could imagine her- 
self getting the comeliness of a matron fit for the 
highest rank. The little faces beside her, almost 
exact reductions of her own, seemed to tell of the 
blooming curves which had onco been where now 
was sunken pallor. But the children kissed the 
pale cheeks and never found them deficient. That 
love was now the one end of her life. 


Suddenly Mrs Glasher turned away her head from 
I Josephine’s book and listened. “Hush, dear] 1 
think some one is coming.” 
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Henldigh the bo^ jumped up and sud^ ** Mamtal^ 
is it the miller with my Sonkey ? ” 

He got no answer, and going up to his tnaiiittia% 
knl^" repeated bis question in an insistent tenck* 
Blit the door opened, and the servant anncmnead 
Mr Grandcourt Mrs Glashcr rose in some agitatiom 
Henleigli frowned at him in disgust at his not being 
the miller, and the three little girls lifted up their 
dark eyes to him timidly. They had none of them any 
particular liking for this friend of mamma’s — in fact, 
when he had taken Mrs Glasher’s hand and then 
turned to put his other hand on Henleigh’s *Hea(i, 
that energetic scion began to beat the friend’s arm 
away with his fists. The little girls submitted 
b^hfiilly to be patted under the chin and kissed, 
but on the whole it seemed bettor to send them into 
the garden, where they were presently dancing and 
chatting with the dogs on the gravel. 

** How far arc you come ? ” said Mrs Glasher, as 
Grandcourt put away his hat and overcoat. 

From Diplow,” he answered slowly, seating 
himself opposite her and looking at her with on 
unnoting gaze which she noted. 

“You are tired, then.” 

“No, I rested at tlio Junction — a hideous holet 
Those railway journeys are always a confounded 
bore. But I had coffee and smoked.” 

Grandcourt drew out his handkerchief, rubbed 
his face, and in returning the handkerchief to his 
pocket looked at his crossed knee and blameless , 
boot, as if any stranger were opposite to him, in- 
stead qf a woman quivering with a suspense which 
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word and look of hie was to incline towards 
\ioj>o or dread* But he was really occupied with 
their interview and what it was likely to include. 
Imagine the difference in rate of emotion between 
this woman whom the years had worn to a more 
conscious dependence and sharper eagerness, and 
tliis man whom they were dulling into a more and 
more neutral obstinacy. 

expected to see you — it was so long since 
I had heard from you. I suppose the weeks 
seem longer at Gadsmero tlian they (lo at Dip- 
low,’* said Mrs Glasher. Slio had a quick, incisive 
way of speaking that seemed to go with h^r 
tures, as the tone and timbre of a violin go with 
its form. ^ % 

‘‘Yes,’* drawled Grandcourt, “But you found 
the money paid into tlie* bank.** , 

“ Oh yes,” said Mrs Glasher, curtly, tingling with 
impatience. Always before — at least she fancied so 
— Grandcourt had taken n^ore notice of her and the 
children tlian he did to-day! * 

“Yes,” he resumed, flaying with his whisker, 
and at first not looking at hei, “the time has gone 
on at rather a rattling pace with mo ; generally it 
is slow enough. But there has been a good deal 
happening, as you know ” — here lie turned his 
eyes upon hen 

"^What do I know?** said slio, sharply. 

He left a pause before he said, without change 
^ of manner, “That I was thinking of marrying. 
You saw Miss Ilarloth?” 

“ She told you that ? ” t 



BOOK IV. — aWXNDOLEN OBXS UEB OHOIC^ 103 


The pale cheeks looked even paler, perhaps from 
the fierce brightness in the eyes above them. 

No. Lush told me,” was the slow answer. It 
was as if tho thumb-screw and the imn-boot were 
being placed by creeping hands within sight of the 
expectant victim. 

Good God I say at once that you are going to 
marry her,” she burst out passionately, her knee 
shaking and her hands tightly clasped. 

Of course, this kind of thing must happen some 
time or other, Lydia,” said ho ; really, now the 
thumb -screw was on, not wishing to make thp 
pain worse. ^ 

“You didn’t always see the necessity.” 

“ Perhaps not. I see it now.” 

*In those few xindortoned words of Grandcourt’s 
she felt as absolute a resistance as if her thin 
fingers had been pushing at a fast-sliut iron door. 
She knew lier helplessness, and shrank from test- 
ing it by any appeal — shi-aiik from crying in a 
dead ear and clinging to dead knees, only to see 
thf immovable face and feel tho rigid limbs. She 
did not weep nor speak ; she was too hard pressed 
by the sudden certainty which had as much of chill 
sickness in it as of thought and emotion. The 
defeated clutch of struggling hope gave her in 
these first moments a horrible sensation. At last 
she rose with a spasmodic effort, and, unconscious 
of everything but her wretchedness, pressed her 
forehead against tho hard cold glass of the window. 
The children, playing on the gravel, took this as a* 
sign that she wanted them, and running forward 



4iQo4 lpi*iM^ of boi wilb thei» omett fiM)M ifp- 
tunied ez|>ootMitL}r, This zotued lier : she shook h$it 
hsad at them, waved them off, and oveixsome with 
this painful exertion sank back in the nearest chair. 

Orandoonrt had risen too. He was doubly atw 
— at the scene itself, and at the sense that 
no imperiousness of his could save him from it; 
hat the task had to be gone through, and there 
was the administrative necessity of arranging 
things BO that there should be as little annoy- 
ance as possible in future. He was leaning agai^t 
the comer of the fireplace. She looked up ai him 
and said bitterly — 

** All this is of no consequence to you. I and the 
children are importunate creatures. You wish to 
get away again and be with Miss Harloth.’’ * 

“ Don^t make the aifiur more disagreeable than it 
need be, Lydia. It is of no use to haip on things 
that can't be altered. Of course it’s deucedly dis- 
agreeable to me to see you making yourself miser- 
able. I've taken this journey to tell you what you 
must make up your mind to ; — you and the children 
will be provided for as usual *, — and there's an end 
of it” 

Silence. She dared not answer. This woman 
with the intense eager look had had tho iron of the 
mother's anguish in her soul, and it had made her 
sometimeB capable of a repression harder than shriek- 
ing and struggle. But underneath the silence there 
was an outlash of hatred and vindictiveness : she 
; wished that the marriage might make two others 
wretched, besides herselfi Presently he went on. 
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be better tot yotL Ton may go 
here. But I think of by-and-by settling a goodtifwtit 
on you and the children, and you can live where ymlt 
like. There will be nothing for you t^jfoomplain 
then. Whatever happens, you will feel secn&llt 
Nothing could be done beforehand. ]Sverythi% 
has gone on in a hurry.” 

Grandcourt ceased his slow delivery of sentences. 
He did not expect her to thank him, but he 
sidered that she might reasonably be conlilMl^d ; 
if it were possible for Lydia to be c6h¥4nted. She 
showed no change, and after a minute he saM — 1 

** You have never had any reason to fear tnat I 
should bo illiberal. I don’t care a curse about the 
money.” 

If you did care about it, I suppose you would 
not give it us,” said Lydia. The sarcasm Was irre- 
pressible. 

“ That’s a devilishly unfair thing to say,” Grand- 
court replied, in a lower tone ; “ and I advise you 
not to say that sort of thing again.” 

Should you punish me by leaving the children 
in beggary ? ” In spite of herself, the one outlet of 
venom had brought the other. 

“ There is no question about leaving the ohildi^^n 
in beggary,” said Grandcourt, still in hie low Tdioe. 
“I ad^se you not to say things that you will 
repent o£” 

** I am used to repenting,” said she, bitterly. 

Perhaps you will repent. You have already re- 
pented of loving me.” 

All this will only make it uncommonly dififij^t 
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for 118 to ;[&eet again. What friend have you beeideB 
me?*^ 

“ Quite true.” 

The words came like a low moan. At the same 
moment there flashed through her the wish that 
after promising himself a better happiness than that 
he had had with her, he might feel a misery and 
loneliness which would drive him back to her to 
i^d some memory of a time wlien ho was young, 
®P^L|||gjtd hopeful. But 110 ! he would go scathless ; 
it was she had to sufler. 

Witli tliis the scorching words were ended. 
Grandcourt liad meant to stay till evening ; he 
wished to curtail his \iRit, but there was no suit- 
able train eailior than the one ho had arranged 
to go by, and he had still to speak to Lydia dh 
the second object of his visit, which like a second 
surgical operation seemed to require an intervaL 
The hours had to go by ; thei e was eating to be 
done ; the children came in again — all this mechan- 
ism of life had to bo gone through with the dreary 
sense of constraint which is often felt in domestic 
quarrels of a commoner kind. To Lydia it was 
some slight relief for her stifled fury to have the 
children present *. she felt a savage glory in their 
loveliness, as if it would taunt Grandcourt with 
his indifference to her and them — a secret darting 
of venom which was strongly imaginative. He 
acquitted himself with all the advantage of a man 
whoso grace of bearing has long been moulded on 
jan experience of boredom — nursed the little An- 
tonia, who sat with her hands crossed and eyes 



BOOK IV. — aWSNBOKBK OiftB HEB CHOICE. l07 


uptiimed to his bald head, which struck her ns 
worthy of observation — and propitated Henleigh 
by promising him a beautiful saddle and bridle. 
It was oply the two eldest girls who,liad known 
him as a continual presence ; and tli^ intervening 
years had overlaid their infantine memories with 
a bashfdlness which QrandcouH’s bearing was not 
likely to dissipate. He and Lydia occasionally, in 
the presence of the servants, made a conventionalist' 
remark ; otherwise they never spoke ; and the stag- 
nant thought in Grandcourt’s mind all the while was 
of his own infatuation in having given her thoso 
diamonds, which obliged him to incur the nuisKnce 
of speaking about them. He had am ingrained care 
for what ho hold to belong to his caste, and about 
piDperty he liked to be lordly; also he had a con- 
sciousness of indignity to himself in having to ask 
for anything in the world. But however he might 
assert his indopondonce of Mrs Glasher’s past, he 
had made a past for himself which was a stronger 
yoke than any he could impose. He must ask for 
the /diamonds w'liich he had promised to Gwendolen. 

At last they were alone again, with the candles 
above them, face to face with each other. Grand- 
court looked at his watch, and then said, in an appa- 
rently indifferent drawl, There is one thing I had 
to mention, Lydia. My diamonds — you have them.” 

“ Yes, I have them,” she answered promptly, ris- 
ing and standing with her arms thrust down and her 
fingers threaded, while Grandcourt sat still. She 
had expected the topic, and made her resolve aboul;^ 
it. But slie meant to carry out her resolve, if poa- • 
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Bmey wifooiic Qxsspoitaisuxg aim. ifunttg tnii nuum 
df Bileiiice die liad lenj^ to tdoadl the words which 
had only widened the breach between thein. 

They are in this honse^ I suppose ? ’’ 

“ No ; not in this house." 

** I thought you said you kept them by you." 

" When I said so it was true. They are in the 
bank at Dudley." 

4r “Get them away, will you? I must make an 
arrangement for your delivering them to some one." 

“ Make no arrangement. They shall be delivered 
to the person you intended them for. I will make 
the arrangement." 

“ What do you mean ? ” 

“What I say. I have always told you that I 
would give them up to your wife. I shall keep iffy 
word. She is not your wife yet." 

“This is foolery,” said Grandcourt, with under- 
toned disgust. It was too irritating that his indul- 
gence of Lydia had given lier a sort of mastery over 
him in spite of her dependent condition. 

She did not speak. He also rose now, but stood 
leaning against the mantelpiece with his side-iaoe 
towards her. 

“The diamonds must be delivered to me before 
my marriage,” he began again. 

“ What is yonr wedding-day ? ” 

“ The tenth. There is no time to be lost." 

“ And where do you go after the marriage ? ” 

He did not reply except by looking more sullen, 
t Presently he said, “You must appoint a day before 
then, to get them from the bank and meet me — or 



somebody elee I wQl oommissioii:*— it’s e gseat ntdf 
sanoe. Mentioa a day/’ 

No ; 1 shall not do that They shall be delivefed 
to her sa&ly. 1 shall keep my word,” 

^*Do yon mean to say,” said Grandconrt^ just 
audibly, turning to face her, “ that you will not do 
as I tell you ? ” 

Yes, I mean that,” was the answer that leaped 
out, while her eyes flashed close to him. The poor 
creature was immediately conscious that if her words 
had any effect on her own lot, the effect must be 
mischievous, and might nullify all the remaining adr 
vantage of her long patience. But the worth had 
been spoken. 

He was in a position the most irritating to him. 
could not shake her nor touch her hostilely; and 
if he could, the process wouldnot bring the diamonds. 
He shrank from the only sort of threat that would 
frighten her — if she believed it. And in general, 
there was nothing he hated more than to be forced 
into anything like violence even in words : his will 
must impose itself without trouble. After looking 
at her for a moment, he turned his Bide-&oe towards 
her again, leaning as before, and said — 

** Infernal idiots that women are I ” 

** Why will you not tell me where you are going 
after tlie marriage ? I could be at the wedding if 1 
liked, and learn m that way,” said Lydia, not shrink^ 
ing from the one suicidal form of threat within her 
power. 

** Of course, if you like, you can play the mad wo- 
man,” said Grandcouit, with sotto voce scorn. “ It is 
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not to be Bttpposed that you will wait to think what* 
good will come of it — or what you owe to me.” 

He was in a state of disgust jU]y|L|pnibitterment 
quite new in the history of tbejh.rmntjfrni to each 
other. It was undeniable that thiv lyowian whose 
life he had allowed to aeaid «uch deep suckers into 
his had a terrible power of annoyance in her ; and 
the rash hurry of his proceedings had left her oppor- 
tunities open. His pride saw very ugly possibilities 
threatening it, and he stood for several ’minutes in 
silence reviewing tlie situation — considering how he 
could act upon her. Unlike himself she was of a 
direct nature, with certain simple strongly-coloured 
tendencies, and there was one often-experienced effect 
which he thought he could count upon now. As Sir 
Hugo had said of him, Grandcourt knew how to play 
his cards u[)oii occasion. 

i He did not speak again, but looked at his watch , ' 
rang the bell, and ordered the vehicle to be brought 
round immediately. Then ho removed farther from 
her, walked as if in expectation of a summons, and 
remained silent without turning his eyes upon her. 

She was suffering the horrible conflict of self-re- 
proach and tenacity. She saw beforehand Grand- 
court J^aving her without even looking at her again 
— herself left behind in lonely uncertainty — hearing 
nothing from him — not knowing whether she had 
done her children harm — feeling that she had per- 
haps made him hate her : — all the wretchedness of 
a creature who had defeated her own motives. And 
yet she could not bear to give up a purpose which 
was a sweet morsel to her vindictiveness. If she 
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had not been a mother she would willingly have 
saorifioed herself to her revenge — to what she felt 
to be the justice of hindering another from getting 
happmesB by willingly giving her ovi*r to misery* 
The two dominant passions were at struggle* She 
must satisfy them both. 

“ Don’t let us part in anger, Henleigh,” she be- 
gan, without changing her place or attitude ; ** it is 
a very little thing I ask. If I were refusing to give 
anything up that you call yours, it would be dif- 
ferent : that would bo a reason for treating me as 
if you hated me. But I ask such a little thinggi^ 11 
you will tell me where you are going on the 
wedding-day, I will take care that the diamondii 
shall be delivered to her without scandal. With- 
out scandal,” she repeated entreatingly. 

‘^Such preposterous whims make a woman odi- 
ous,” said Grandoourt, not giving way in look « 
movement. “What is the use of tallring to mill 
p^iople?" '■ 

“ Yes, I am foolish — loneliness has made me 
foolish — indulge me.” Sobs lose as she spoke. 
“ If you will indulge mo in this one folly, 1 will bt 
very meek— I will never trouble you.” She bursl 
into hysterical crying, and said again almost witl 
a scream — “ I will be very meek after that.” 

There was a strange mixture of acting and realit} 
in this passion. She kept hold of her puipose at 
a child might tighten its handli^^ a small stoler 
thing, crying and denying all the while. Ever 
Grandoourt was wrought upon by surprise : thif 
capricious wish, this childish violence, was as un 





Hke hy^B befating as it vnm ^iroOBgrama 
person. Both had always had a stamp of digtt% 
on Ihenou Yet she seemed more manageable in this 
state than in her former attitude of defiance. He 
came oloso up to her again, and said, in his low im- 
perious tone, “ Be quiet, and hear what I tell you. 
I will never forgive you if you present yourself 
again and make a scene." 

She pressed her handkerchief against her face, 
and when she could speak firmly said, in thp muffled 
voice that follows sobbing, I will not — if you will 
let me have my way — I promise you not to thrust 
myself forward again. I have never broken my 
word to you — ^liow many have you broken to me ? 
When you gave me tlie diamonds to wear, you were 
not thinking of having another wife. And I now 
give them up — I don’t reproach you — I only •ask 
you to let me give them up in my own way. Have 
t not borne it well ? Everything is to be’ taken 
away from me, and when I ask for a straw, a chip 
— ^you deny it me.” She had spoken rapidly, but 
after a little pause she said more slowly, her voice 
freed from its muffled tone : “ I will not bear to 
have it denied me." 

Qrandcourt had a baffling sense that ho had to 
deal with something like madness; he could only 
govern by giving way. The servant came to say 
the fiy was ready. When the door was shut again, 
Grandoourt said,^llonly, We are going to Eye- 
lands, then." 

“They shall be delivered to her there,” said 
liydia, with decision. 
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Veiy well) I am going.*’ He felt no melhu^ 
tion even to take her hand: she had annoyed Iiim 
too sorely. But now that she had gained her point) 
she was prepared to humble herself th^t she might 
propitiate him. 

“ Forgive me ; I will never vex you again,” she 
said, with beseeching looks. Her inward voice said 
distinctly — “ It is only I who have to forgive.” Yet 
she was obliged to ask forgiv oness. 

*‘You had better keep that promise. You have 
made me feel uncommonly ill with your folly,” said 
Grandcourt, apparently choosing this stateme]|t aii 
the strongest possible use of language. 

“ Poor thing ! ” said Lydia, with a fisi,int smile 
was ho aware of the minor fact that ho liad made 
her feel ill this morning? 

Bnt with the quick transition natural to her, she 
was now ready to coax him if he would let her, 
that tlioy might part in some degree reconciled. 
Stie ventured to lay her hand on his shoulder, and 
he did not move away fiuin her : she had so &r 
succeeded in alarming him, that he was not sorry 
for these proofs of returned subjection. 

Light a cigar,” she said, soothingly, taking fbe 
case from his breast-pocket and opening it. 

Amidst such caressing signs of mutual fear they 
parted. The effect that clung and gnawed within 
Grandcourt 'was a sense of imperfect mastery. 



CHAPTEE XXXI. 


** A wild dedication of yourselves 
To unpath'd waters, undioani’d shores ” ^ 

On the day when Gwendolen Hat loth was married 
and became Mre Grandcourt, the morning was clear 
and bright) and while the sun was lov; a slight 
^st crisped the leaves. The bridal party was 
worth seeing) and half Pennicote turned out to* see 
it} lining the pathway u]) to the church. An old 
friend of the Rector’s peifoinied the marriage cere- 
mony) the Rector himself acting as father, to the 
great advantage of the procession. Only two faces, 
It iiwas remarked, sliowed signs of sadness— Mrs 
Davilow’s and Anna’s. Tlie mother’s delicate eye- 
lids were pink, as if she had been crying half the 
night ; and no one was surprised that, splendid as 
the match was, she should feel the parting from a 
daughter who was the flower of her children and 
of her own life. It was less understood why Anna 
should bo troubled when she was bt^ing so well 
set off by the bridesmaid’s diess. Eveiy one else 
seemed to reflect the brilliancy of the occasion — 
the bride most of all. Of her it was agreed that 



BOOK IV.— iwiSNDOLBN GETS HEB CHOICE,^ 115 

as to figure and carr^e she was worthy i|l|be a 
“lady o’ title;” as to face, perhaps it m%|li|fc be 
thought that a title required something moiiil|lk>sy ; 
but the bridegroom himself not being ffesh-ccflBhred 
— being indeed, as the miller’s wife observed, *Very 
much of her own husband’s complexion — the match 
was the more complete. Anyhow ho must be very 
fond of her ; and it was to be hoped that he would 
never cast it up to her that she had been going 
out to service as a governess, and her mother to 
live at Sawyer’s Cottage — vicissitudes which had 
been much spoken of in the village. The millfei's 
daughter of fourteen could not believe that high 
gentry behaved badly to their wives, but her mothei; 
instructed her — “ Oh, child, men’s men ; gentle or 
simple', they’re much of a muchness. I’ve heard 
my mother say Squire Peltoii used to take his dogs 
and a long whip into his wife’s room, and flog ’em 
there to frighten her; and my mother was lady’s- 
maid there at the very time.” 

“ghat’s unlucky talk for a wedding, Mrs Girdle,” 
said the tailor. “ A quarrel may end wi’ the whip, 
but it begins wi’ the tongue, and it’s the women have 
got the most o’ that.” 

“ The Lord gave it ’em to use, I suppose,” said 
Mrs Girdle ; “ He ne\ or meant you to liave it all 
your own way.” 

“By what I can make out from the gentleman 
as attends to the grooming at Offendene,” said the 
tailor, “ this Mr Grandeourt has wonderful little 
tongue. Everything must be done dummy -like 
without his ordering.” 



Girdill 8Mt got tongue enofugh, 1 wamnt heTr 
fieOylpte they eome out together 1 
'*l|ihat wonderful long oomers she'e^ got to her 
^ei^ eaid the tailor. She makes you feel comical 
idien she looks at you.’’ 

Gwendolen, in fact, never showed more elasticity 
in her bearing, more lustre in her long brown glance: 
she bad the brilliancy of strong excitement, which will 
sometimes come even from pain. ' It was not MMpif how- 
ever, that she was feeling : she had WiodptweriSlf 
up to much the same condition as that in'which she 
stood at the gambling*table when Derondft ^s look- 
.iiigwfc her, and she^Legan to lose. There was enjoy- 
ment in it: whatever uneasiness a growing oonsoience 
had created, was disregarded as an ailment might have 
beeci^ aiSiidst the gratification of that ambitious vanity 
aad desire for luxury within her which it would take 
• great deal of slow poisoning to kill This morning 
ilte oould not have said truly that she repented her 

g ptonce of Grandcouit, or that any fears in hazy 
peotive could hinder the glowing effects (ff the 
ediate scene in which she was the central object. 
That she was doing something wrong — that a pun- 
Idiiment might be banging over her — that the woman 
to whom she had given a promise and broken it, was 
thinking of her in bittomess and misery with a just 
reproach — that Deronda with his way of looking hito 
things very likely despised her for marrying Grand- 
oourt, as he had despised her for gambling — abqjtre 
all, that the cord which united her with this lover 
and which she had hitherto held by the hand, was 
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fiM be£ttg flung ov^ her neok,*— all thk fmtx 
mingling of dimly understood &ots wilh vague htA 
deep impresBions, and with images half real, half 
fimtastio, had been disturbing her durih|: the weeks 
of her engagement. Was that agitating experience 
nullifled this morning? No: it was surmounted 
and thrust down with a sort of exulting defiance as 
she felt herself standing at tlie game of life with 
many eyes upon her, daring everything to win much 
— or if to lose, stiU with iclat and a sense of impor* 
tance. But this morning a losing destiny for herself 
did not press upon her as a fear : she thoughtthliat 
she was entering on a fuller power of managing 
circumstance — with all the official strength of mar^ 
riage, which some women made so poor a use o£ 
That intoxication of youthful egoism out- of which 
she had been shaken by trouble, humiliation, and 
a new sense of culpability, had returned upon her 
under the newly-fed strength of the old fumes. She 
did not in the least present the ideal of the tearful, 
tremulous bride. Poor Gwendolen, whom some had 
judged much too forward and instructed in 4he 
world’s ways I — with her erect head and elastic foot- 
step she was walking amid illusions ; and yet, too, 
there was an under- consciousness in her that she 
was a little intoxicated. 

“ Thank God you bear it so well, my darling ! ” 
said Mrs Davilow, when she had helped Gwendolen 
to doff her bridal white and put on her travelling 
di^esB. All the trembling had been done by the poor 
mother, and her agitation urged Gwendolen doubly 
to take the morning as if it were a triumph. 
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Whj, you might have ea^ that, if 1 had been 
going to Mrs Mompert’s, you dear, sad, incorrigible 
mamma I ” said Gwendolen, just putting her hands 
to her mother’s,oheeks with laughing tenderness — - 
then retreating a*^little and spreading out her arms 
as if to exhibit herself. “ Here am I — Mrs Grand- 
oourt! what else would you have me, but what I 
am sure to be ? You know you were ready to die 
with vexation when you thought tliat I would not 
be Mrs Grandcourt.” 

“ Hush, hush, my child, for heaven’s sake 1 ” said 
Mrs Davilow, almost in a whisper. “How can I help 
feeling it when I am parting from you. But I can 
bear anything gladly if you are happy.” 

^ “ Not gladly, mamma, no 1 ” said Gwendolen, 
shaking her head, with a bright smilet* “ Will- 
yo'i would bear it, but always sorrowfully. 
Sorrowing is your sauce ; you can take nothing 
without it.” Then, clasping her mother’s shoulders 
and raining kisses first on one cheek and then on 
the other between her words, she said, gaily, “ And 
you shall sorrow over my having everything at my 
beck — and enjoying everything gloriously — splendid 
houses — and horses — and diamonds, I shall have 
diamonds — and going to court — and being Lady 
Certainly — and Lady Perhaps — and grand here— ■ 
and tantivy there — and always loving you better 
than anybody else in the world.” 

“ My sweet child I — But I shall not be jealous if 
you love your husband better ; and ho will expect to 
be first.” 

Gwendolen thrust out her lips and chin with a 
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pretty grimace, Baying; '^Bather a ridiouloas eE*> 
pectatiou. However, I don’t mean to treat him iU| 
unless he deserves it.” 

Then the two fell into a clinging ^dtnbrace, and 
Gwendolen could not hinder a rising sob when she 
said, “ I wish you were going with me, mamma.” 

But the slight dew ou her long eyelashes only 
made her the more chanuing when she gave her 
hand to Gnindcourt to be led to the carriage. 

The Rector looked in on her to give a final “ Good- 
bye ; God bless you ; wo shall see you again before 
long,” and then returned to Mrs Davilow B4(^ng 
half cheerfully, half solemnly — 

“ Let us be thankful, Fanny. She is in a position 
well suited to her, and beyond wliat I should have 
dared to hope for. And few women can have been^ 
chosen more entirely for their own sake. You 
should feel yourself a happy mother.” 

^ There was a railway jounioy of some fifty miles 
before the new husband and wife readied the station 
near Ryelands. Tbe sky bad veiled itself since the 
morning, and it was hardly more than twilight 
when they entered the park-gates, but still Gwen- 
dolen, looking out of the carriage-window as they 
drove rapidly along, could see the grand outlines 
and the nearer beauties of the scene — tlio long wind- 
ing drive bordered with evergreens backed by huge 
grey stems ; then the opening of wide grassy spaces 
and undulations studded with dark clumps ; . till at 
last came a wide level where the white house could 
bo seen, with a hanging wood for a background, and 
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front. 

Gwendolen liad been at her liveHeat during the 
foumey, chatting incessantly, ignoring any change 
in their mutual petition since yesterday ; and Grand^ 
court had been rather eostatioaUy quiescent, while 
she tamed his gentle seizure of ner hand into a 
grasp of his hand by both hers, with an increased 
vivacity as of a kitten that will not sit quiet to be 
petted. She was really getting somewhat febrile 
in her excitement; and now in this drive through 
the pork her usual susceptibility to changes of light 
and scenery helped to make her heart palpitate 
newly. Was it at the novelty simply, or the almost 
incredible hilfilment about to be given to her girlish 
dreams of being “somebody^’ — walking tlirough 
ner own furlong of corridors and under her own 
ceilings of an out-of-sight loftiness, where her own 
painted Spring was shedding painted flowers, and 
her own fore-shortened Zephyrs were blowing their 
truinpets over her ; while her own servants, lackeys 
in clothing but men in bulk and shape, were as 
nought in her presence, and revered the propriety 
of her insolence to them : — ^being in short the heroine 
of an admired play without the pains of art? Was 
it alone the closeness of this fulfilment which made 
her heart flutter ? or was it some dim forecast, the 
insistent penetration of suppressed experience, mix- 
ing the expectation of a triumph with the dread of 
a crisis? Hers was one of the natures in which 
exaltation inevitably carries an infusion of dread 
ready to curdle and declare itselfl 
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|dl silant i» apita of herself aa ^ 
proaohad the gates, and when her husbaxul eaidi 
^^Here we are at home I” and for the first ti|ne kissed 
her on the lips, she hardly knew of ^ : it was no 
more than the passive aooeptan^ of a greeting in 
the midst of an absorbing show. Was not all her 
hurrying life of the last three months a show, in 
which her consciousness was a wondering spectator? 
After the half- wilful excitement of the day, a numb- 
ness had come over her personality. 

But there was a brilliant light in the hall — warmth, 
matting, carpets, fiill- length portraits, Olymjjpan 
statues, assiduous servants. Not many servants, 
however: only a few from Diplow in addition to 
those constantly in cliarge of the house ; and Gwen- 
dolen’s ne‘w maid, who had come with her, was 
taken under guidance by the housekeeper. Gwe^ 
dolen felt hersolf being led by Grandoourt aloi)g a 
subtly-scented corridor, then into an ante-room where 
she saw an open doorway sending out a rich glow 
of light and colour. 

“^'hese are our dens,” said Grandcourt. “You 
will like to be quiet here till dinner. We shall 
dine early.” 

He pressed her hand to his lips and moved away, 
more in love than he had ever expected to be. 

Gwendolen, yielding up her hat and mantle, threw 
herself into a chair by the glowing hearth, and saw 
herself repeated in glass panels with all her fsint^ 
green satin surroundings. The housekeeper had 
passed into this boudoir from the adjoining dressing- 
room and seemed disposed to linger, Gwendolen 
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thought, in order to look at the new mistredfl of 
Kyelands, who however, being impatient for soli- 
tude, said to her, Will you tell Hudson when she 
has put out my dress to leave everything ? I shall 
not want her again, unless I ring.” 

The housekeeper, coming forward, said, “ Here is 
a packet, madam, wliich I was ordered to give into 
nobody’s hands but yours, when you were alone. 
The person who brought it said it was a present 
particularly ordered by Mr Grandcourt ; but he was 
not to know of its arrival till ho saw you wear it. 
Excuse me, madam ; I felt it right to obey orders/' 

Gwendolen took the packet and let it lie on her 
lap till she heard the doors close. It came into her 
mind that the packet might contain the diamonds 
which Grandcourt had spoken of as being deposited 
somewhere and to bo given to her on her marriage. 
In ^ this moment of confused feeling and creeping 
luxurious languor she was glad of this diversion — 
glad of such an event as having her own diamonds 
to try on. 

Within all the sealed paper coverings was a box, 
but withhi the box there was a jewel-case ; and now 
she felt no doubt that she had the diamonds. But 
on opening the case, in the same instant that she 
saw their gleam she saw a letter lying above them. 
She knew the handwriting of the address. It was 
as if an adder had lain on them. Her heart gave 
a leap which seemed to have spent all her strength ; 
and as she opened the bit of tliin paper, it shook 
with the trembling of her hands. But it was legible 
as print, and thrust its words upon her. 
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^^Theao diamonds, which wore once given wil^ 
ardent love to Lydia Glaeher, she passes on to yotu 
You have broken your word to her, that you might 
pOBsesB what was hers. Perhaps you tk^k of being 
happy, as she once was, and of having beautiful 
children suoh as hers, who will thrust hern aside. 
God is too just for that. The man you have mar- 
ried has a withered heart. His best young love 
was mine ; you could not take that from me when 
you took the rest. It is dead ; hut I am the grave 
in which your chance of happiness is buried as well 
as mine. You had your warning. You have chdllbn 
to injure me and my children. He had meant to 
marry me. Ho would have married me at last, if 
you had not broken your word. You will have your 
punishment. I desire it witli all my soul. 

Will you give him this lettei to set him against 
me and ruin us more — me and my children V Shall 
you like to stand before your husband with these 
diapionds on you, and these woids of mine in his 
thoughts and ^ouis? Will lie think you have any 
right to complain when he has made you miserable ? 
You took him with your eyes open. The willing 
wrong you have done me will be your curse.” 

It seemed at first as if Gwendolen’s eyes were 
spell-bound in reading the horrible words of the 
letter over and over again as a doom of penance; 
but suddenly a now spasm of terror made her lean 
forward and stretcli out the paper towards the fire, 
lest accusation and proof at once should meet all 
eyos. It flew like a feather from her trembling 
VOL. IL ■ 
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6ngeE8 and was caught up in tha gtaat draught of 
flame. In her movement the caaket fell on the fiopr 
and the diamonda rolled out. She took no notioei 
but feu back in her chair again helpless. She could 
not see the reflections of herself then : they were like 
so many women petrified white ; but coming near 
herself you might have seen the tremor in her lips 
and hands. She sat so for a long while, knowing 
little more than that slu^ was feeling ill, and that 
those written words kept lepeating tliomselves in her. 

Truly here were poisoned gc'ins, and the poison 
had entered into this poor young creature. 

After that long while, there was a tap at the 
door and Grandoourt entered, di eased for dinner. 
The sight of him brought a new nervous shook, 
and Gwendolen screamed again and again with 
hysterical violence. He had expected to see her 
dressed and smiling, ready to be led down. He 
saw her pallid, shrieking as it seemed with terror, 
the jewels scattered around her on the floor. Was 
it a fit of madness? 

In some form or other the Furies had crossed his 
threshold. 
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in all ages it hath been a laxonrite text that a potent love hatb the 
nature of in ibolated fatality, whereto the minds opinions and wei^ted 
resolves are altogether alien as, lor example, Daphnis Ins frenzy, 

It had little availed him to have been eonviuced ol Heraclitus his doctrine, 
or the philtre>bred passion of Iristan who though he had been as deep as 
Duns Sootus, would have had his reasoning marred by that cup too much , 
or Borneo in his sudden taking foi Juliet, wherein any objections he might 
have hdd against Ptolemy hud made little diffcn nre to his disr ourse under 
the balcony Yet all love is not su( h, even iliough potent , nay, this pas 
Sion hath as largo scope as any for allj ing itself with ery operation of the 
soul so that it shall a( knowledge an effect from the imagined light of un 
proven firmaments, and have its scale set to the grander orbits of what 
hath been and shall be. 

DeKobdA) on his return to town, could assure Sir 
Hugo of his having lodged in Grandcourt’s mind a 
distinct understanding that he could get fifty thou- 
sand pounds by giving up a prospect which was 
probably distant, and not absolutely certain ; but 
he^iad no further sign of Grandcourt’s disposition 
in the matter than that ho was evidently inclined 
to keep up friendly communications. 

“ And what did you think of the future bride on a 
aearer survey said Sir Hugo. 

“ I thought better of her than I did at Leubronn. 
Roulette was not a good setting for her ; it brought 
out something of the demon. At Diplow she seemed 
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much more womanly and attractive — ^less hard and 
8elf-posB6Bsed. I thought her mouth and eyeB had 
quite a different expression.*’ 

Don’t flirt with her too much, Dan,” said Sir 
Hugo, meaning to be agreeably playful. “ If you 
make Grandoourt savage when tliey come to the 
Abbey at Christmas, it will interfere with my affairs.” 

“ I can stay in town, sir.” 

“ No, no. Lady Mallinger and the children can’t 
do without you at Christmas. Only don’t make 
miscluef — unless you can get up a duel, and manage 
to shoot Grandoourt, which might be wortli a little 
inconvenience.” 

“ I don’t think you ever saw me flirt,” said Der- 
onda, not amused. 

“Oh, liaven’t I, though?” said Sir Hugo, provok- 
ingly. “You are .ilways looking tenderly at the 
women, and talking to them in a Jesuitical way. 
You are a dangerous young fellow — a kind of Love- 
lace who will make the Clarissas run after you in- 
stead of your running after them.” 

What was the use of being exasperated at a taste- 
less joke? — only the exasperation comes before the 
reflection on utility. Few friendly remarks are more 
annoying than the information that we are always 
seeming to do wluil we never mean to do. Sir 
Hugo’s notion of flirting, it was to be hoped, was 
rather peculiar ; for his own part, Dcronda was Bure 
that he had never flirted. But he was glad that the 
baronet had no knowledge about the repurchase of 
Gwendolen’s necklace to feed his taste for this kind 
of rallying. 
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He would be on his guard in future ; for ezamplei 
in his behaviour at Mrs Meyrick's, where he was 
about to pay his first visit since his arrival from 
Leubronn. For Mirah was certainly creature in 
whom it was difficult not to show a tender kind of 
interest both by looks and speech. 

Mrs Meyriok had not failed to send Deronda a 
report of Mirah’s wellbeing in her family. “We are 
getting fonder of her every day,” she had written. 
“At breakfast-time we all look towards the door 
with expectation to see her come in ; and we watch 
her and listen to her as if she were a native a 
new country. I have not heard a word from her 
lips that gives me a doubt about her. She is quite 
contented and full of gratitude. My daughters are 
learning from her, and they hope to get her other 
pupils ; for she is anxious not to eat the bread of 
idleness, but to work, like my girls. Mab says our 
life has become like a fairy tale, and all she is afraid 
of^is that Mirah will turn into a nightingale again 
and fly away from us. Her voico is just perfect: 
not loud and strong, but searching and melting, like 
the thoughts of what has been. That is the way 
old people like me feel a beautiful voice.” 

But Mrs Meyriok did not enter into particulars 
which would have required her to say that Amy and 
Mab, who had accompanied Mirah to the synagogue, 
found the Jewish faith less reconcilable with their 
wishes in her case than in tliat of Scott’s Rebecca. 
They kept silence out of delicacy to Mirah, with 
whom her religion was too tender a subject to be 
touched lightlv ; but after a while Amy, who was 
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much of a praotioal reformer^ oould not restrain a 
question. 

“ Sxouse me, Mirah, but does it seem quite right 
to you that the women should sit behind rails in 
a gallery apart?” 

“Yes, I never thought of anything else,” said 
Mirah, with mild surprise. 

“ And you hke better to see tlie men with their 
hats on ? ” said Mab, cautiously proposing the small- 
est item of diifeience. 

“Oh yes, I like what I have always seen there, 
because it brings back to mo the samo feelings — the 
feelings I would not part with for anything else in 
the world.” 

After this, any criticism, whether of doctrine or 
of practice, would have seemed to these generous 
little people an inhospitable cruelty, Mirah’s re- 
ligion was of one fibre with her affections, and had 
never presented itself to her as a set of prop(^Bitions. 

“ She says herself she is a very bad Jewess, and 
does not half know her jieoplo’s religion,” said Amy, 
when Mirah was gone to bed. “ Perhaps it would 
p^adually molt away from hor, and she would pass 
into Christianity like the lest of the world, if she got 
to lovo us very much, and never found her mother. 
It is BO strange to be of the Jews’ religion now.” 

“ Oh, oh, oh ! ” cried Mab. “ I wish I were not 
such a hideous (’liristian. How can an ugly Chris- 
tian, who is always dro])ping her woik, convert a 
beautiftd Jewess, who has not a fault?” 

“It may be wicked of me,” said shrewd Kate, 
“ but I cannot help wishing that her mother may 
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npt be fotuu}* There might be something nith 
pleasant.'’ ' 

don’t think it, my dear,” said Mrs MeyriolL 
** I believe Mirah is out out after the peittem of her 
mother. And what a joy it woul^ be to her to have 
Buoh a daughter brought back again ! But a mother’s 
feelings are not worth reckoning, I suppose ” (she 
shot a mischievous glance at her own daughters),* 
*^and a dead mother is worth more than a living 
one?” 

“Well, and so she may be, little mother,” said 
Kate ; “ but we woiild rather hold you cheapei^ and 
have you alive.” 

Not only the Meyricks, whose various knowledge 
had been acquired by the irregular foraging to which 
clever girls have usually been reduced, but Deronda 
himself, with all his masculine instruction, had been 
roused by this apparition of Mirah to the conscious* 
ness (K knowing hardly anything about modem 
Judaism or the inner Jewish history. The Chosen 
i’eople have been commonly treated as a people 
chosen for the sake of somebody else ; and their 
tliinking as something (no matter exactly what) that 
ought to have been ontiiely otherwise ; and Deronda, 
like his neighbours, had regarded Judaism as a sort 
of eccentric fossilised foim wliioh an accomplished 
man might dispense with studying, and leave to 
specialists. But Mirah, with her terrified flight from 
one parent, and her yearning after the other, had 
flashed on him the hitherto neglected reality that 
Judaism was something still throbbing in human 
lives, still making for them the only conceivablo 
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Y^tax» of the world; and in the idling excursion 
on which he immediately afterwards set out with Sir 
Hugo he began to look for the outsides of syna- 
gogues, and the titles of books about the Jews. 
This wakening of a new interest — this passing from 
the supposition that we hold the right opinions on 
a subject we are careless about, to a sudden care for 
it, and a sense that our opinions were ignorance — is 
an effectual remedy for ennui, which unhappily cannot 
be secured on a physician’s prescription ; but Der- 
onda had carried it with him, and endured his weeks 
of lounging till the better. It was on this journey 
that he first entered a Jewish synagogue — at Frank- 
fort — where his party rested on a Friday. In ex- 
ploring the Juden-gasse, which he had seen long 
before, he remembered well enough its picturesque 
old houses ; what his eyes chiefly dwelt on now were 
the human types there ; and his thought, busily con- 
necting them witli the past phases of theif race, 
stirred that fibre of historic sympathy which had 
helped to determine in him certain traits worth men- 
tioning for those who are interested in his futtire. 
True, when a young man has a fine person, no 
eccentricity of manners, the education of a gentle- 
man, and a present income, it is not customary to 
feel a prying curiosity about his way of thinking, 
or his peculiar tastes. He may very well be settled 
in life as an agreeable clever young fellow without 
passing a special examination on those heads. Later, 
when he is getting rather slovenly and portly, his 
; peculiarities are more distinctly discerned, and it 
is taken as a mercy if they are n^'^ hiirhlY objection- 
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ftble. But any one vriahing to understand the elBfeot 
of after-events on Beronda should know a little more 
of what he was at five-and-twenly th an ^as evident 
in ordinary intercourse. 

It happened tliat the veiy vividness of his inn^ 
pressions had often made him the more enigmatic 
to his friends, and had contributed to an apparent 
indefinitenesB in his sentiments. His early>wakened 
sensibility and reflectiveness had developed into a 
many-sided sympathy, which threatened to hindei 
any persistent oourso of action : as soon as he took 
up any antagonism, though only in thouglh;, he 
seemed to himself like the Sabine wai-riors in the 
memorable story — with nothing to meet liis spear 
but flesh of his flesh, and objects that he loved. His 
imagination had so wrought itself to the habit of 
seeing things as they probably appeared to others, 
that a strong partisanship, unless it were against an 
immeoiate oppression, had become an insincerity for 
him. His plenteous, flexible sympathy had ended 
by falling into one current with that reflective 
analysis which tends to neutralise sympathy. Few 
moil were able to keep themselves clearer of vices 
tliaii’lie; yet ho hated vices mildly, being used to 
think of them leas in the abstract than as a part of 
mixed liuniati natures liaving an individual history, 
which it was the bent of his mind to trace with 
j understanding and pity. With the same innate 
balance he was fervidly democratic in his feeling 
for the multitude, and yet, through his affections 
and imagination, intensely conservative ; voracious 
of speculations on government and religion, yet 
VOL. IL X a 
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loath to part with lOng-sanotioned forms which, for 
him, were quick with memories and sentiments that 
no argument could lay dead. We fell on the leah^ 
ing side ; and Deronda suBpected himself of loving 
too well the losing causes of the world. Martyrdom 
changes sides, and he was in danger of changing 
with it, having a strong repugnance to taking up 
that clue of success vdiich the order of the world 
often forces upon us and makes it treason against 
the common weal to reject. And yet his fear of 
felling into an unreasoning narrow hatred made a 
check for him : he apologised for the heirs of priv- 
ilege ; he shrank with dislike from the loseo^R bitter- 
ness and the denunciatory tone of the unaccepted 
innovator. A too reflective and diffusive sympathy 
was in danger of paralysing in him that indignation 
against wrong and that selectness of fellowship 
which are the conditions of moral force ; yd in 
the last few years of confirmed manhood he had 
become so keenly aware of this that what he most 
, longed for was either some external event, or some 
inward light, that would urge him into a definite 
line of action, and compress his wandering energy. 
He was ceasing to caie for knowledge — he had no 
ambition for practice — uiiloss they could both be 
gaethered up into one current with his emotions ; 
and he dreaded, as if it were a dwelling-place of 
lost souls, that dead anatomy of culture which turns 
the universe into a mere ceaseless answer to quer- 
ies, and knows, not everything, but everything else 
about everything — as if one should be ignorant of 
nothing concerning the scent of violets except the 
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Boent itself for whioh one had no nostrih But how 
and whence was the needed event to come? — ^the in^ 
duenoe that would justify partiality, an^ make him 
what he longed to be yet was upable to make him^^ 
self — an organic part of social life, instead of roam- 
ing in it like a yearning disembodied spirit, stirred 
with a vague social passion, but without fixed local 
habitation to render fellowship leal? To make a 
little difference for the better was what he was not 
contented to live witliout ; but how make .it? It is 
one thing to see your load, another to cut it. He 
found some of the fault in his hirth and the wajr he 
had been brought up, which liad laid no special 
demands on him and given him no fixed relation- 
ship except one of a doubtful kind ; but he did not 
attempt to hide from himself that he had fallen into 
a meditative numbness, and was gliding farther and 
farther^from that life of practically energetic senti- 
ment which he would have piocUimed (if he had 
hteen inclined to proclaim anything) to be the best 
of all life, and for liinibclf the only life worth living. 
He wanted some way of keeping (‘motion and its 
progeny of soniiments — whuh m.ike the savours of 
life — substantial and strong m the face of a reflec- 
tiveness that threatened to nullify all differences. 
^I’o pound the objet ts of sc ntimont into small dust, 
yet keep sentiment a-lno and active, was something 
like the famous recipe foi making cannon — to first 
take a round hole and then enclose it with iron ; 
whatever you do keeping fast hold of youi round 
hole. Yet how distinguish what oui will may 
wisely save in its oompleteiiess, from the heaping 
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of oat-nmminies and the expensive cult of enshrined 
putrefactions ? 

Something like this was the common under-current 
in Deronda^s mind, while he was reading law, or 
imperfectly attending to polite oonveraation. Mean- 
while he had not set about one function in particular 
with zeal and steadiness. Not an admirable expe- 
rience, to bo proposed as an ideal; but a form of 
struggle l)efore break of day which .some young 
men since the patriarch have had io pass through, 
with more or less of bruising if not laming. 

I have said that under his calm exterior he had a 
fervour which made him easily feel tlie presence of 
poetry in everyday events ; and tlie forms of the 
Juden-gasse, rousing the sense of union with what 
is remote, set him uiusing on two elements of our 
historic life which that sense raises into the same 
region of poetry : — the faint beginnings of faitlis and 
institutions, and their obscure lingering decay; the 
dust and withered remnants with which they are 
apt to be covered, onlv enhancing foi the awakened 
perception the imjircssiA cnees either of a sublimely 
penetrating life, as in the twin green leaves that 
will become the sheltering tiee, or of a pathetic 
inheritance in whicli all the giandtnn and the glory 
have bocoiiio a sorrowing memory. 

This imaginative stin-ing, as In" turned out of the 
Juden-gasRc, and continued to saunter in the warm 
evening air, ineaiiing to find his way to the syna- 
gogue, neutralised the repellent effect of certain 
ugly little incidents on his way. '^Furning into an 
old book-shop to ask the exact time of service at the 
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Bynagogue, he was affectionately directed by a pre- 
cocious Jewish youth, who entered cordially into his 
wanting not the fine new building of the Reformed 
but the old Rabbinical school of the orthodox ; and 
then cheated him like a pure Teuton, only with 
more amenity, in his charge for a book quite out 
of request as one “nicht so loicht zu bekommen.'^ 
Meanwhile at tlie opposite counter a deaf and 
grisly tradesman was casting a flinty look at cer- 
tain cards, apj^arently combining advantages of busi- 
ness with religion, and shoutingly proposed to Inm 
in Jew-dialect by a dingy man in a tall cf»at hang- 
ing from neck to heel, a bag in hand, and a broad 
low hat surmounting his chosen nose— who had no 
sooner disappeared tlian ' another dingy man of tlie 
same pattern issued from the backward glooms of 
the shop and also shouted in the same dialect. In 
fact, Deronda saw various queor-looking Israelites 
not altogether without guile, and just distinguish- 
able from queer-looking Christians of the same mixed 
morale. In his auxi(*ty about Mirah’s relatives, he 
had lately been thinking of vulgar Jews with a sort 
of personal alarm. But a little comparison will often 
diminish our surprise and disgust at the aberrations 
of Jews and other dissidents whoso lives do not offer 
a consistent or lovely patt(‘rii of their creed ; and 
this evening Deronda, becoining more conscious 
that he was falling into unfairness and ridiculous 
exaggeration, began to use that corrective compari- 
son : he paid his thaler too much, without prejudice 
to his interests in the Hebrew destiny, or his wish 
to find tlie Rahhinische Schule, which he arrived at 
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smuiet, atMl entered with a good congregation of 
men* 

He happened to take his seat in a line with an 
elderly man from whom he was distant enough to 
glance at him more than onoe as rather a noticeable 
figure — ^his ample white beard and felt hat framing 
a profile of that fine contour which may as easily be 
Italian as Hebrew. He returned Deronda’s notice 
till at last their eyes met: an undesirable chance 
with unknown persons, and a reason to Deronda for 
not looking again ; but he immediately found an 
open prayer-book pushed lowards him and had to 
bow liis thanks. However, the congregation had 
mustered, the reader had mounted to the almemor 
or platform, and the service began. Deronda, hav- 
ing looked enough at the Gennan translation of the 
Hebrew in the book befoie him to know that he 
was chiefly hearing Psalms and Old Testament pas- 
sages or phrases, gave himself up to that strongest 
effect of cliantod liturgies which is independent of 
detailed verbal meaning — like the effect of an 
Allegri’s Miserere or a Pah'strina’b M(ujmjieai, The 
most powerful movement of fooling with a liturgy 
is the prayer which seeks for nothing special, but 
is a yearning to escape from tlie limitations of our 
own weakness and an invocation of all Good to enter 
and abide with us ; or else a self-oblivious lifting 
up of gladness, a Gloria in excelsis that such Good 
exists ; both the yearning and the exultation gather- 
ing their utmost force from the sense of communion 
in a form which has expressed them both, for long 
generations of struggling fellow-mon. The Hebrew 
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litargyi like others, has its transitions of 
lytio, proclamation, dry statement and blessings but 
this evening all were one for Deronda : the ohant of 
tlie Chcusan*8 or Beoder’s grand widd-ianging voice 
with its passage from monotony to sudden cries, 
the outburst of sweet boys’ voices from the little 
quire, the devotional swaying of men’s bodies 
backwards and forwards, the very commonness of 
the building and shabbinesB of the scene where a 
national faith, which had penetrated the tliinking of 
lialf the world, and moulded the splendid forms of 
that world’s religion, was finding a remote, pbsoure 
echo — all were blent for him as one expression of a 
binding history, tragic and yet glorious. Ho won- 
dered at the strength of his own feeling ; it seemed 
beyond the occasion — what one might imagine to be 
a divine influx in the darkness, before there was any 
vision to interpret. The wliole scone was a coherent 
strain, its burthen a passionate regret, which, if he 
had known the liturgy for the Day of Reconcilia- 
tion, lie might have clad in its antithetic burthen: 

** Hajipy the eye which saw all tliese things ; but 
verily to hear only of them afflicts our soul. Happy 
the eye that saw our temple and the joy of our con- 
gregation ; but verily to hear only of them afflicts 
our souL Happy the eye that saw the fingers 
when tuning every kind of song ; but verily to hear 
only of them afflicts our soul.” 

But with the cessation of the devotional sounds 
and the movement of many indifferent faces and 
vulgar figures before him there darted into his mind* 
the frigid idea that he had probably been alone in 
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hfA fselitigy and perhaps the only person in the oon^ 

gregation for whom the service was more than a 
dull routine. There was just time for this chilling 
thought before he had bowed to his civil neighbour 
and was moving away with the rest — when he felt 
a hand on his arm, and turning with the rather un- 
pleasant sensation which this abrupt sort of claim is 
apt to bring, he saw close to him the white-bearded 
face of that neighbour, who said to him .in German, 
“ Excuse me, young gentleman — allow me — what is 
your parentage — ^your mother’s family — her maiden 
name ? ” 

Deronda had a strongly resistant feeling : he was 
inclined to shake oiT hastily the touch on his arm ; 
but he managed to slip it away and said coldly, I 
am an Englishman.” 

The questioner looked at him dubiously still for 
an instant, then jusi lifted his hat and turned away 
— whether under a sense of having made a mistake 
or of having been repulsed, Doronda was uncertain. 
In his walk back to the hotel he tried to still any 
uneasiness on the subject by r(‘flecting that ho could 
not have acted differently. How could ho say that 
he did not know the name of his mother’s family to 
tliat total stranger? — who indeed had taken an uii- 
waijantable lilierty in the abrujitnoss of liis question, 
dictated probably by some fancy of likeness such 
as often occurs without real significance. The inci- 
dent, he said to himself, was trivial ; but whatever 
import it might have, his inward slirinking on the 
’ occasion was too strong for him to be sorry that he 
had cut it short. It was a reason however for his 
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not mentioning the s^agogne to the Mallingere — 
in addition to his ustial inclination to reticence on 
anything that the baronet would have Ij^en likely to 
call Quixotic enthusiasm. Hardly any man could 
be more good-natured than 8ir Hugo 5 indeed in 
his kindliness, especially to women, he did actions 
which others would have called roniantic ; but he 
never took a romantic view of theiri, and in general 
smiled at the introduction of niotives on |L grand 
scale, or of reasons that lay very far off. This was 
the point of strongest difference between him and 
Deronda, who rarely ate his breakfast without ^ome 
silent discursive flight after grounds for filling up his 
day according to the practice of his contemporaries. 

This halt at Frankfort was taken on their way 
home, and its impressions were kcjpt the more 
actively vibrating in him by the duty of caring for 
Mirah^s welfare. Tliat question about his parent- 
age, which if ho had not both inwardly and outward- 
• ly shaken it off as trivial, would have seemed a 
tlireat rather than a proiinso of rc\ cl.ilioii, had rein- 
forced his anxiety as to the effect of finding Mirah’s 
relatives and his resolve to proceed with caution. 
If ho made any unpleasant discovery, was he bound 
to a disclosure that might cast a new net of trouble 
around her ? 

He had written to Mrs Meyrick to announce his 
visit at four o’clock, and lie found Mirah seated at 
work with only Mrs Meyrick and Mab, the open 
piano, and all the glorious company of engravings. 
The dainty neatness of her hair and dress, the glow 
of tranquil happiness in a face where a painter need 
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▼e changed nothing if he had wanted to put it in 
fW>nt of the host singing peace on earth and good- 
will to men/' made a contrast to his first vision of 
her that was delightful to Deronda's eyes. Mirah 
herself was thinking of it, and immediately on their 
greeting said — 

“See how different 1 am from tliat miserable 
creature by the rivoi ! — all because you found me 
and brought me to the very best.” . 

“It was my good chance to find you,” said 
Deronda. “ Any otlier man would have been glad 
to do what I did.” 

“ That is not the rijliiit way of thinking about it,” 
said Mirah, shaking her head with decisive gravity, 
“ I think of what really was. It was you, and not 
another, who found me, and were good to me,” 

“ I agree witli Mirah,” said Mrs Meyrick. “ Saint 
Anybody is a bad saint to pray to.” 

“ Besides, Am body could not have brought me to 
you,” said Mirah, smiling at Mrs Meyrick. “And I* 
would rather be .witli you than with any one olso in 
the world except my mol her. I wonder if over a 
poor little bird, that was lost and could not fly, was 
taken and put into a waim nest where there was a 
mother and wIjo took to it bo that everything 

came natm.ill^, .is if it had been always there. I 
hardly thought befoie th^t the world could ever bo 
as happy and without wtr as it is to me now.” 
She look('d meditative a moment, and then said, 
“ Sometimes I am a littU afraid.” 

“Wliat is it you are afraid ofV” said Deronda, 
witli anxiety. 
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That when I am turning at the oomer of a 
1 may meet my &theT, It seems dreadfiil that I 
should be a&aid of meeting him. That is my only 
sorrow,” said Mirah, plaintively. ‘ 

“It is surely not very probable” said Beronda, 
wishing that it were less so; then, not to let the 
opportunity escape — “ Would it be a great grief to 
you now, if you were never to meet your motlier?” 

She did not answer immediately, but meditated 
again, with her eyes fixed on the opposite walL 
Then she turned them on Deronda aiid said firmly, 
as if she had arrived at the exact tnith, “ 1 want her 
to know that I have always loved lier, and if she is 
alive I want to comfort her. She may bo dead. If 
she were, I should long to know where she was 
buried ; and to know whether my brother lives, so 
that we can remember her together. But I will try 
not to grieve. I have thought much for so many 
years of her being dead. And I shall have her with 
me in my mind, as I have always had. We can 
never bo really parted. I think I have never sinned 
agajTist her. 1 have always tried not to do what 
would hurt her. Only she might be sorry that I 
was not a good Jewess.” 

“In what way are you not a good Jewess?” s*iid 
Deronda. 

“ 1 am ignorant, and we ne\ er observed the laws, 
but lived among OhristiJfc just as they did. But I 
have heard my father laugh at the strictness of the 
Jews about their food and all customs, and their not 
liking Christians. I think my inotluT was strict ; 
but she could never want me not to liku those who 
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better to me than any of my own people I have 
^Jver known. I think I oould obey in other things 
ttot she wished, but not in that. It is so muoh 

! w lier to me to share in love than in hatred. I re- 
uember a play I read in German — since I have been 
lere, it has come into my mind— where the heroine 
says something like that.” 

“ Antigone,” said Deronda. 

All, you know it. But 1 do not believe that my 
mother would wish me not to love my best friends. 
She would be grateful to them.” Hero Mirah had 
turned to Mrs Meyrick, and with a sudden lighting 
up of her whole countenance she said, ** Oh, if we 
over do meet and know each otlior as we are now, 
so that I could tell what would comfort her — I 
should be so full of bleHsedness, my soul would 
know no want but to love her!” 

** God bless you, child I ” said Mrs Meyrick, the 
Words escaping involuntarily from h(»r motherly 
heart But to relievo the strain of feeling she 
looked at Deronda and said, It is curious tliat 
Mirah, who remembers her mother so well, it is 
as if slie saw her, cannot recall her brother the least 
bit — cxce]>t the feeling of having been carried by 
him when she was tired, and of his being near her 
when she was in her mother’s lap. It must be that 
he was rarely at home. He was already grown up. 
It is a pity her brother rftould be quite a stranger 
to her.” 

“ He is good ; I feel sure Ezra is good,” said 
Mirah, eagerly. “He loved my motlier — he would 
take cai(' of her. 1 remember more of him tlian 
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that. 1 remember my mother’s voioe once calling, 

* Ezra I * and then his answering from the distance^ 

* Mother ! * ” — Mirah had changed her voice a little 
in each of these words and had givexr them a loving 
intonation — “ and then he came close to us. I ferf 
sure he is good. I have always taken comfort from 
that.” 

It was impossible to answer this cither with 
agreement or doubt. Mrs Moyrick and Deronda 
exchanged a quick glance : about this btotlier she 
felt as painfully dubious as he did. But Mirah 
went on, absorbed in her memories — * 

“ Is it not wonderful how 1 remember the voices 
better than anything else ? I think they must go 
deeper into us than other things. I have often 
fancied heaven might be made of voices.” 

“Like your singing — yes,” said Mab, who had 
hitherto kept a modest silence, and now spoke 
bashfully, as was her wont in tlie presence of Prince 
Camaralzaman, — Mu, do ask Mirah to sing. Mr 
Deronda has not heard her.” 

“ Would it be disagreeable to you to sing now ? ” 
said Deronda, with a more defeieutial gentleness 
than he had over been conscious of before. 

“ Oh, I shall like it,” said Mirah. “ My voice has 
come back a little with rest.” 

Perhaps her ease of manner was due to something 
more than the simplicity of her nature. The cir- 
cumstances of her life had made her think of every- 
thing she did as work demanded from her, in which 
affectation had nolhing to do ; and she had begun ' 
her woik before ’self-consciousnesR was born. 
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She immediately rose and went to Ihe piano — « 
soinewhat worn instrument that seemed to get the 
better of its infirmities under the firm touch of her 
small fingers as she preluded. Deronda placed 
himself where he could see her while she sang; 
and she took everything as quietly as if she had 
been a child going to breakfast. 

Imagine her — it is always good to imagine a 
human creature in whom bodily loveliness seems as 
properly one with the entire being as the bodily 
loveliness of those wondrous transparent orbs of life 
that we find in the sea — imagine her with her dark 
hair brushed from her temples, but yet showing 
certain tiny rings there which liad cunningly found 
their own way back, the mass of it hanging behind 
just to the nape of the little nock in curly fibres, 
such as renew themselves at their own will after 
being bathed into straightness like that of water- 
grasses. Then see the perfect cameo her profile 
makes, cut in a duskish shell wliere by some 
happy fortune theie pierced a gem-like darkness for 
the eye and eyebrow ; the delicate nostrils defined 
eiioiigli to be ready for sensitive movements, the 
finished ear, tlio firm curves of the chin and neck 
entering into the expression of a refinement which 
was not feebleness. 

She sang Beethoven’s “ Per plet5, non dirmi addio,” 
with a subdued but searching pathos which had that 
essential of perfect singing, the making one oblivious 
of art or manner, and only possesHing one with the 
song. It was the sort of voice that gives the im- 
pression of being meant like a bird’s wooing for an 



BOOK IV. — aWBKOOLBH Om EBB OHOIOB. 14# 


atidiemoe near and beloved. Deronda began 
looking at her, but felt himself presently oovering 
his eyes with bis • hand, wanting to seclude the 
melody in darkness ; then he refrained from what 
might seem oddity, and was ready to meet the look 
of mute appeal which she turned towards him at 
the end. 

** I think I never enjoyed a song more than that,” 
he said, gratefully. 

“ You like my singing ? I am so glad,” &ho said, 
with a smile of delight. “ It has been a great pain 
to me, because it failed in what it was wanted^ to. 
But now we think I can use it to get my bread. I 
have really been taught well. And now I have two 
pupils, that Miss Meyriok found for me. They pay 
me nearly two crowns for their two lessons.” 

I think I know some ladies who would find you 
many pupils after Christmas,” said Deronda. “ You 
would not mind singing before any one who wished 
to hear you ? ” 

^‘Oh no, I want to do something to get money. 
I could teach reading and speaking, Mrs Meyrick 
thinks. But if no one would learn of me, that is 
difficult.” Mirah smiled with a touch of merriment 
he had not seen in her before. T daresay 1 should 
find her poor — I moan my mother. I should want to 
get money for her. And I cannot always live on 
cliarity ; though hero she turned so as to take all 
tliree of her companions in one glance — “ it is the 
sweetest charity in all the world.” 

“ I should think you can get rich,” said Deronda, 
smiling. “Great ladies will perhaps like you to 
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tjMoh iheir dwogtiters. We shell see# Bnt now 
»jdo sing Again to us/’ 

She went on willingly, singing with ready memory 
various things by Gordigiani and Schubert; then, 
when she had left the piano, Mab said, entreatingly, 
Oh Miral>, if you would not mind singing the little 
hymn.” 

It is too childish,” said Mirah. “ It is like lisp- 
ing.” 

“What is the liymii?” said Deronda. 

“ It is the Hebrew liyiiin she remembeiie iher 
mother singing over her when she lay in her cot,*' 
said Mrs Meyrick. \ 

“ I should like very much to hear it,” said Der- 
onda, “if you think I am worthy to hear what ia 
so sacred.” 

“I will fling it if you like,” said Mirah, “but I 
don't sing real words— only here and there a syl* 
lablo like hers — the rest is lisping. Uo you know 
Hebrew? because if you do, my singing will seem 
childish nonsense.” 

Deronda shook his head. “ It will be quite good 
Hebrew to me.” 

Mirah crossed hor little feet and hands in her 
easiest attitude, and then lil'tt^d uj) her head at an 
angle which seemed to be directed to sonu' invisible 
face bent over her, while she sang a little hymn of 
quaint melancholy intervals, with syllables that 
really seemed childisli lisping to hei' audience ; but 
the voice in which she gave it forth had gathered 
even a sweeter, more cooing tenderness than was 
heard in Inu' other songs. 
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^ H 1 wete ever to know the real inrords, I should 
still go ou in my old way with them,” said Mimh, 
when she had repeated the hymn several times. 

^^Why not?” said Deronda. ‘*The lisped syl- 
lables are very full of meaning.” 

^^Yes, indeed,” said Mrs Meyrick. “A mother 
hears something like a lisp in her children’s talk 
to the very last. Their words are not just what 
everybody else says, Ihongh they may bo spelt 
the same. If T were to live till my Hans got old, 
I should still see the boy in him. A mother’s love, 

t often say, is like a tree tliat has got all the wood 
it, from the very first it made.” 

** Is not that the way with friendship, too?” said 
Deronda, smiling. “We must not let mothers be 
too arrogant.” 

The bright li tie woman shook bor liead over her 
darning. 

“It is easier to find an old inotluT than an old 
friend. Friendships begin with liking or gratitude 
— roots that can be pulled up. Mother’s love begins 
deeper down.” 

“ Like what you wore saying al)out the influence 
of voices,” said Deronda, looking at Mirah. “I 
don’t think your hymn would have had more ex- 
pression for me if I liad known the words. I went 
to the synagogue at Frankfort before I came home, 
and the service impressed me just as much as if I 
liad followed the words — perha})B more.” 

“Oh, was it great to you? Did it go to your 
heart?” said Mirah, eagerly. “I thought none 
but our people would feel that. I thought it was 
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ftXL shut away like a river in a deep valley, wheie 
)3nly heaven saw — I mean ” she hesitated, feel- 

ing that she oould not disentangle her thought from 
its imagery. 

I understand,*’ said Deronda. But there is not 
really such a separation— deeper down, as Mrs Mey- 
riok says. Our religion is chiefly a Hebrew relig- 
ion; and sinoe Jews are men, their religious feel- 
ings must have much in common \^ith those of 
other men — just as their poetry, though in one 
sense peculiar, has a great deal in common with 
the poetry of other nations. StiU it is to be 
peoted that a Jew would feel the forms of liii 
people’s religion more than one of another race— 
and yet” — hero Deronda hesitated in hie 
“that is perhaps not always so.” 

“ Ah no,” said Mirah, sadly. “ I nave seen that. 
I have seen them mock. Is it not like mocking 
your parents? — like rejoicing in your parents’ 
shame ? ” 

“Some minds naturally rebel against whatever 
they were brought up in, and like the opposite : 
they see the &ults in what is nearest to them,” 
said Deronda, apologetically. 

“ But you are not like that,” said Mirah, looking 
at him with unconscious fixednoss. 

“ No, I think not,” said Deronda ; “ but you know 
I was not brought up as a Jew.” 

“Ah, I am always forgetting,” said Mirah, with 
a look of disappointed recollection, and slightly 
blushing. 

Deronda also felt rather embarrassed, and there 
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was an awkward pause, which he put an end to by 
saying playfully — 

** Whichever way we take it, we have to tolerate 
each other ; for if we all went in opposition to our 
teaching, we must end in difference, j\ist the same.*' 
To be sure. We should go on for ever in zig- 
zags,” said Mrs Meyrick. “I think it is very weak- 
minded to make your creed up by the rule of con- 
trary. Still one may honour one's parents, without 
following their notions exactly, any more than the 
exact out of their clothing. My father was a Scotch 
Calvinist and my mother was a French Oalvinilt : I 
am neither quite Scotch, nor quite French, nor two 
Calvinists rolled into one, yet I honour my parents' 
memory.” 

“ But I could not make myself not a Jewess,” said 
Mirah, insistently, even if 1 changed my belief.” 

‘‘No, my dear. But if Jews and Jewesses went 
on changing their religion, and making no difference 
between themselves and (diristiaiis, tlierc* would 
come a time when there would be no Jews to be 
seen,” said Mrs Meyrick, taking that consummation 
very cheerfully. 

“Oh, please not to say that,” said Mirah, the 
tears gathering. “ It is the first unkind thing 
you ever said. 1 will not begin that. I will 
never separate myself from my mother’s people. 
I was forced to fly from iny father ; but if he 
came back in age and weakness and want, and 
needed me, should I say, ‘ This is not my father * ? 
If he had shame, I must share it. It was he who 
was given to mo for my fotber, and not another. 
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Alid so it is with my people. I will elways 
Jewess. I will love Christians when they are 
good, like you. But I will always cling to my 
people. I will always worship with them.” 

As Mirah had gone on speaking she had become 
possessed with a sorrowful passion — fervent, not 
violent. Holding her little hands tightly clasped 
and looking at Mrs Meyrick with beseeching, she 
seemed to Deronda a personification of that spirit 
which impelled men after a long inheritance of pro- 
fessed Catholicism to leave wealth and high place, 
and risk their lives in flight, that they might join 
their own people and say, “ I am a Jew.” 

“ Mirah, Mirah, my dear child, you mistake me I ” 
said Mrs Meyrick, alanncd. “ God forbid I should 
want you to do anything against your conscience. 
I was only saying what might be if the world went 
on. But I had better have left tlie world alone, 
and not wanted to bo over- wise. Forgive me, 
come ! we will not try to take you from anybody 
you feel has more right to you.” 

“ 1 would do anything else for you. I owe ypu 
my life,” said Mirah, not yet quite oalm. 

“ Husli, hush, now,” said Mrs Meyrick. “ I have 
been punished enough fbr wagging my tongue 
foolishly — making an almanac for the Millennium, 
as my husband used to say.” 

“ But everything in the wot Id must come to an 
end some time. We must bear to think of that,” 
said Mab, unable to hold her peace on this point. 
She had already suffered from a bondage of tongue 
which threatened to beeouio severe if Mirah were 
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to be too much indulged in this inoonvenient sue* 
oeptibility to innocent remarks. 

Deronda smiled at the irregular, blond 
brought into strange contrast by the side of 
Mirah’s — smiled, Mab thought, rather sarcasti- 
cally as he said, “ Tliat prospect of everything 
coming to an end will not guide us far in practice. 
Mirah's feelings, she tells us, are concerned with 
what is.” 

Mab was confused and wished she had not spoken, 
since Mr Deronda seomed to think that she had 
found fault with Mirah ; but to have spoken^ Once 
is a tyrannous reason for speaking again, and she 
said — 

“I only meant tliat we must have courage to 
hear things, else tliore is hardly anything we can 
talk about.” Mab felt hersolf unanswerable here, 
inclining to the opinion of Socrates : “ What motive 
has a man to live, if not for the pleasures of dis- 
course ? ” 

Deronda took his leave soon after, and when Mrs 
Meyriok went outside witli him to exchange a few 
words about Miiah, he said, “ Hans is to share my 
chambers when he comes at Cliristmas.” 

“You have written to Rome about that?” said 
Mrs Meyrick, her face lighting up. “ How very 
good and thoughtful of you ! You mentioned Mirah, 
then V” 

“Yes, I referred to her. I concluded he knew 
everything from you.” 

“ I must confess my folly. I have not yet writ- 
ten a word about her. 1 have always ht^en meaning 
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to do ft, and yet bave ended ihy without 
saying a word. And I told the girls to leave it to 
me. However ! — Thank you a thousand times.’* 

Deronda divined something of what was in the 
mother's mind, and his divination reinforced a cer- 
tain anxiety already present in him. His inward 
colloquy was not soothing. He said to himself that 
no man could see this exquisite creature without 
feeling it possible to fall in love with lier ; but all 
the fervour of his nature was engaged on the side 
of precaution. There are personages who feel them- 
selves tragic because they marcli into a palpable 
morass, dragging another with them, and then cry 
out against all the gods. Deronda’ s mind was 
strongly set against iinitatir.g tliem. 

“ I have my hands on the reins now,” ho thought, 
“and I will not drop them. I shall go there as 
little as possible.” 

He saw the reasons acting themselves out before 
him. How could lie be Mirah’s guardian and claim 
to unite with Mrs Meyrick, to wlioso charge he had 
committed her, if he showed himself as a lover — 
whom she did not love — whom slie would not marry? 
And if ho encouraged any germ of lovcu’s feeling in 
himself it would load up to that issue. Mirali’s 
was not a nature that would bear di\iding against 
itself ; and even if lo\ e won lior consent to marry 
a man who was not of her race and religion, she 
Would never be happy in acting against that strong 
native bias which would still reign in her conscience 
as remorse. 

Deronda saw these consequences as we see any 
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^ger of matritig our own work well begun. It 
WiBUB 6 > delight to have rescued this child acquainted 
with sorrow, and to think of having placed her little 
feet in protected paths. The oreatui*e we help to 
save, though only a half- reared linnet, bruised and 
lost by the wayside — how we watch and fence it, 
and dote on its signs of recovery 1 Our pride be- 
comes loving, our self is a not-self for whose sake 
we become virtuous, when we set to some hidden 
work of reclaiming a life from misery and look for 
our triumph in the secret joy — “This one is the 
better for mo.” , * 

“ I would as soon hold out my finger to be bitten 
off as set about spoiling her peace,” said Deronda* 
“It was one of the rarest bits of fortune that I 
should have had friends like the Meyricks to place 
her with — generous, delicate friends without any 
loftiness in their ways, so that her dependence on 
tnem is not only safety but happiness. There could 
be no refuge to replace that, if it were broken up. 
But what is the use of my taking the vows and 
settling everything as it should be, if that maiplot 
Hans comes and upsets it all?” 

Few things were more likely. Hans was* made 
for mishaps : his very limbs seemed more breakable 
than other people's — liis eyes more of a resort for 
uninvited fiies and other irritating guests. But it 
was impossible to forbid Hans’s coming to London. 
He was intending to get a studio tliere and make 
it his chief home ; and to propose that he should 
defer coming on some ostensible ground, concealing 
the leal motive of winning time for Miiuh’s position 
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£ beo(^ more confirmed wad independent, 
practicable* Having no other resource Percmda 
'Med to believe that both he and Mrs Meyrick were 
foolishly troubling themselves about one of those 
endless things called probabilities, which never 
occur ; but he did not quite succeed in his trying ; 
on the contrary, ho found himsolf going inwardly 
through a scene where on the first discovery of 
Hans’s inclination, he gave him a very energetic 
warning — suddenly checked, however, by the sus- 
picion of personal feeling that his waniith might 
be creating in Hans. Ho could come to no result, 
but that the position was i)6culiar, and that he could 
make no further provision against dangers until 
they came nearer. To save an unhappy Jewess 
from drowning herself, would not have seemed ft 
startling variation among police reports ; but to 
discover in her so rare a creature as Mirah, was an 
exceptional event which might well bring excep- 
tional consequences. Deronda would not let him- 
self for a moment dwell on any supposition that 
the consequences miglit enter deeply into liis owm 
life. The image of Mirah liad never yet had that 
penetrating radiation which w^oidd Imve been given 
to it by the idea of her loving him. When tills 
sort of efiiuenco is absent from the fancy (wln lher 
from the fact or not) a man may go far in devoted* 
ness without perturbation. 

As to the search for Mirah’s mother and brother, 
Deronda took what she had said to-day as a warrant 
for deferring any immediate measures. His con- 
science was not quite easy in this desire for delay, 
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any move tiian it was quite easy in his not 

isg to learn the truth about his own mother: in 

both oasoB he fblt that there might be unfulfilled 

duty to a parent, but in both cases there was an 

overpowering repugnance to the possible truth, 

which threw a turning weight into the scale of 

argument. 

*‘At least, I will look about,” was his final de- 
termination. “I may find some special Jewish 
machinery. I will wait till after Christmas.” 

What should we all do without the calendar, 
when we want to put off a disagreeable diity? 
The admirable arrangements of the solar system, 
by which our time is measured, always supply us 
with a term before which it is hardly worth while 
to sot about anything we are disinclined to. 


vol.il 
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**lfo man," says a Rabbt, bv way of indisputable Instance, "may tom 
the bones of bis fathei and mntlici into siK)ons'’— sure that Ins hearers 
felt the cluiks against that foim of iconnniy Iho market for spoons has 
never expanded enough foi any one to Ka> , " Why not * " and to argue 
that human progress lies In suf h an application of m itcrial The only 
chock to be allegid is a sentimdit, which will coerce none who do not 
hold tliat sentiments are the better imrt of the world’s wealth. 


Deronda meanwhile took to a lesa fafehionahlo form of 
exercise than riding in Hot ten Row. Ho wont often 
rambling in those jiarts of London which are most 
inhabited by common Jews : he walked to the syna- 
gogues at tiiiK'S of Rervico, he looked into shops, he 
observed faces : — a jHocess not very promising of 
particular disco vci^. Why did he not address him- 
self to an influent i.i1 R.diln or other iiiember of a 
Jewish tomnnniit}, to consult on tlie chances of 
tindirif^ a niollnr named CVihen, with a son named 
Ezia, find a lost dau^litii named Miiah? Ho 
thought of doing so— aflci Cliuslmas. The fact 
was, iiotwithstciiuling all hiK seiihc of j) 0 (‘try in 
common things, Deioiida, wheic a keen pcisonal in- 
terest was aiouscd, could not, more than the rest of 
us, continuously escape suffering from the pressuio 
of that hard unaccommodating Actual, which has 
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never consulted our taste and is entirely unselect 
Enthusiasm, we know, dwells at ease among ideas, 
tolerates garlic breathed in the middle ages, and 
sees no shabbiness in the official trappings of classio , 
processions; it gets squeamish when ideals press 
upon it as something warmly incarnate, and can 
hardly face them without fainting. Lying dreamily 
in a boat, imagining one’s self in quest of a beautiful 
maiden’s relatives in Cordova elbowed by Jews in 
the time of Ibn-Gebirol, all the physical incidents 
can be borne without shock. Or if the Iscenery of 
St Mary Axe and Wliitechapol were imaginatively 
transported to the borders of the Rhine at the endrt! 
of the eleventh century, when in the oars listenJjjP^ 
for tlie signals of the Messiah, the Hep I Hop 1 flPep I 
of the Crusaders came like the bay of blood-hounds ; 
and in the presence of those devilish missionaries 
with sword and firebrand the crouching figure oMh^ 
reviled Jow turned round erect, heroic, flashing wi5b 
sublime constancy in the face of torture and death — 
what would the dingy shops and unbeautifiil faces 
signify to the thrill of contemplative emotion ? But 
the fervour of s} mpatliy with which we contemplate 
a grandiose martyrdom is feeble conij)ared with the 
enthusiasm that keeps unshicked wliero there is no 
danger, no challenge — not lung but impartial mid- 
day falling on comiiioiijdacc, ]ierliap8 half-repulsive, 
objects which are rcjilly tlie beloved ideas made 
flesh. H('i'c undoubtedly lies the chief poetic 
energy ; — in the force of imagination that pierces 
or exalts the solid fact, instead of floating among 
cloud -pictures. To glory in a prophetic vision of 
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of bi^avio^ imagination than to see its begimkiHg 
in newapaper placards, staring at you from a bridge 
^beyond the com-Helds ; and it might well happen to 
most of us dainty people that we were in the thick 
of the battle of Armageddon witliout being aware 
of anything more than llie annoyance of a little 
explosive smoke and struggling on tho ground 
immediately about us. 

It lay in Deronda’s nature usually to contemn the 
feeble, fastidious sympathy which shrinks from the 
broad life of mankind ; but now, with Mirah before 
as a living reality whose expeiience he had to 
for, he saw every common Jew and Jewess in 
tli6%ght of comparison with her, and had a pre- 
sentiment of the collision between her idea of the 
unknown mother and brother and tho discovered 
fhisr n presentiment all tho keener in him because 
df a suppressed couHcioTisnoss that a not unlike 
possibility of collision might lie hidden in his own 
lot. Not that he would have looked with more com- 
placency of expectation at wealthy Jews, outdoing 
the lords of the Philistines in their sports ; but 
since there was no likelihood of Mirah' s friends 
being found among that class, their habits did 
not immediately affect liim. In this mood he 
rambled, without expectation of a more pregnant 
result than a little preparation of his own mind, 
perhaps for future theorising as well as practice 
— vei^ diuch as if, Mirah being related to Welsh 
Tnfn^ l pgy he had gone to look more closely at 
wayifef thoee people, not without wishing at 
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time ta get a little light oi detail m 
liiatoxy of Strikes. 

He really did not long to find anybody in {)ai^ 
ticular; and when, as his habit was, he looked at 
the name over a shop-door, he was well content tha| 
it was not Ezra Cohen. I confess, he partionlaily 
desired that Ezra Cohen should not keep a shop. 
Wishes are held to be ominous ; according to 
which belief the order of the world is so arranged 
that if you have an impious objection to a squint, 
your offspring is the more likely to be bom with 
one ; also, that if you happened to desire a squint, 
yon would not get it. This desponding tiew of 
probability the hopohil entirely reject, taking their 
wishes as good and sufficient security for all kinds 
of fulfilment. Who is absolutely neutral ? Deronda 
happening one morning to turn into a little side 
street out of tho noise and obstructions of Holbom, 
felt the scale dip on the desponding side. 

He was rather tired of the streets and had paused 
to hail a hansom cab which he saw coming, when 
his attention was cauglit by some fine old clasps in 
chased silver displayed in the window at his right 
liand. His first tliought was that Lady Mallinger, 
who had a strictly Piotcstant taste for such Catholic 
spoils, might like to have these iiiissal-clasps turned 
into a bracelet ; then his eyes travelled over the 
other contents of the window, and he saw that the 
shop was that kind of pawnbroker’s where the lead 
is given to jewellery, lace, and all equivocal objects 
introduced as bric-a-brac, A placard in one comer 
^nounced — Watches and Jewellery exchanged and re- 
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paired. But hid survey had been noticed from with* 
in, and a figure appeared at the door, looking round 
at him, and saying in a tone of cordial encourage- 
ment, “Gbod 'day, sir.*' The instant was enough 
for Deronda to see that the face, unmistakeably Jew- 
ish, belonged to a young man about thirty; and 
wincing from the shopkeeper’s persuasiveness that 
would probably follow, he had no sooner returned 
the “ good day,” than he passed to the other side 
of the street and beckoned to the cabman to draw 
up there. From that station ho saw the name over 
the shop-window — Ezra Cohen. 

There might be a hundred Ezra Cohens lettered 
above shop - windows, but Deronda had not seen 
them. Probably the young man interested in a 
possible customer was Ezra himself; and he was 
about the age to be expected in^ Mirah’a brother, 
who was grown up while she was still a little child. 
But Deronda's first endejivour as ho drove home- 
wards was to convince himself that there was not 
the slightest warrantable presumption of this Ezra 
being Mirah’s brother; and next, that even if, in 
f^te of good reasoning, he turned out to bo that 
brother, while on inquiry the mother was found 
to bo dead, it was not his — Deronda’s — duty to 
make known the discovery to Mirah. In incon- 
venient disturbance of this conclusion there came 
his lately - acquired knowledge that Mirah would 
have a religious desire to know of her mother’s 
death, and also to loam whether her brother were 
living. How far was he justified in determining 
another life by his own notions ? Was it noj| 
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his secret complaint against the way in which 
others had ordered his own life, that he had not 
open daylight on all its relations, so that he had 
not, like other men, the full guidance of primary 
duties ? 

The immediate relief from this inward debate was 
the reflection that lie had not yet made any real 
discovery, and that by looking into the facts more 
closely he should be certiflod that there was no 
demand on him for any decision whatever. He 
intended to return to that shop as soon as he 
could conveniently, and buy the clasps for Lady 
Mallinger. But he was hindered for several days 
by Sir Hugo, who, about to make an after-dinner 
speech on a burning topic, wanted Doronda to 
forage for him on the legal part of the question, 
besides wasting time every day on argument which 
always ended in a drawn battle. As on many other 
questions, tliey held difleront sides ; but Sir Hugo 
did not mind this, and when Doronda put his point 
well said, with a mixture of satisfaction and re- 
gret — 

Confound it, Dan ! why don’t you make an 
opportunity of saying these things m public ? 
You’re wrong, you know. You won't succeed. 
You’ve got the massive sentiment — the heavy 
artillery of the country against you. But it’s all 
the better ground for a y^ining man to display him- 
self on. When I was your age, I should have taken 
it. And it would be quite as well for you to be in 
opposition to me here and there. It would throw 
you more into relief. If you would seize an occa- 



Djrau. 


m 

DO of thil( soirt to make an i&i|)vewkniy yiMi ' 
a it Parliament in no time. And you know that 
otild gratify me.*’ 

I am sorry not to do 'wbat would gratify you, 
air,” said Deronda. But I cannot persuade myself 
to look at politics as a profession.” 

Why not ? If a man is not bom into pubHo life 
by his position in the country, there’s no way for 
him but to embrace it by his own efforts. The 
business of the country must be done — her Majesty’s 
(Jovemment carried on, as the old Duke said. And 
it never could bo, my boy, if everybody looked at 
politics as if they were prophecy, and demanded an 
inspired vocation. If you are to get into Pariiamaldty 
it won’t do to sit still and wait for a call either 
heaven or constituents.” 

“ I don’t want to make a living out of "Opinions,” 
said Deronda ; especially out of borrowed opinions. 
Not that I mean to blame other men. I daresay 
many better fellows than I don’t mind getting on to 
a platform to praise themselves, and giving their 
word of honour for a party.” 

“ I’ll tell you what, Dan,” said Sir Hugo, “ a man 
who sets his face against every sort of humbug 
is simply a tliree - cornered, impracticable fellow. 
There’s a bad style of humbug, but there is also 
a good style — one that oils the wheels and makes 
progpresB possible. If you are to rule men, you 
must rule them through their own ideas ; and I 
agree with the Archbishop at Naples who had a 
St Januarius procession against the plagne. It’s 
no use having an Order in Council against popular 



BOOK nr. — GwuHKs;]^ aim 6eb oaom III 


is no notion possibls witSlo# 

a littls ac^ng!.^ 

One may be obliged to give way to an occasional 
necessity/' said Deronda. But it is one thing to 
say, * In this particular case I am forced to put on 
this foolscap and grin/ and another to buy a pocket 
foolscap and practise myself in grinning. I can't 
see any real public expediency that does not keep 
an ideal before it which makes a limit of deviation 
from the direct path. But if I were to sot up for 
a public man I might mistake my own success for 
public expediency." 

It was after this dialogue, which was rather 
jarring to him, that Deronda set out on his medi- 
tated second visit to Ezra Cohen's. He entered 
the street at the end opposite to the Holbom 
entrance, and an inward reluctance slackened his 
pace while his thoughts were transferring what he 
had just been saying about public expediency to the 
entirely private difficulty which brought him back 
again into this unattractive thoroughfare. It might 
soon become an immediate practical question with 
him how far he could call it a wise expediency to 
conceal the fact of close kindred. Such questions 
turning up constantly in life are often decided in a 
rough and ready way ; and to many it will appear 
an over-refinement in Deronda tliat he should make 
any great point of a matter confined to his own 
knowledge. But wo have seen the reasons why he 
had come to regard concealment as a bane of life, 
and tlie necessity of concealment as a mark by which 
lines of action were to be avoided. The prospect 
VOL. IL F 2 ^ 
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E ' being jarged agamst the confirmed habit of his' 
ind was naturally grating. He even paused here 
there before the most plausible shop -windows 
for a gentleman to look into, half inclined to decide 
that he would not increase his knowledge about 
that modern Ezra, who was certainly not a leader 
among his people — a hesitation which proved how, 
in a man much given to reasoning, a bare possibility 
may weigh more than the best-clad likelihood ; for 
Deronda’s reasoning had decided that all likelihood 
was against this man’s being Mirah’s brother. 

One of the shop-windows he paused before was 
that of a second-hand book-shop, where, on a narrow 
table outside, the literature of the ages was repre- 
sented in judicious mixture, &om the immortal 
verse of Homer to the mortal prose of the railway 
novel. That the mixture was judicious was apparent 
from Deronda’s finding in it something that he 
wanted — namely, that wonderful bit of autobio- 
graphy, the life of the Polish Jew, Salomon Maimon ; 
which, as he could easily slip it into his pocket, he 
took from its place, and entered the shop to pay for, 
expecting to see boliind the counter a grimy pei son- 
age showing that nonchalance about sales which 
seems to belong universally to the second-hand 
book - business. In must other trades you find 
generous men who are anxious to sell you their 
wares for your own wcdfaro ; but even a Jew will 
not urge Simson’s Euclid on yon with an affection- 
ate assurance tliat you will have pleasure in reading 
it, and that he wishes he had twenty more of the 
article, so much is it in request. One is led to fenr 



BOOK IV. — OWBlfDOLBN OBTS HER CHOICE. 1#5 


that a second-hand bookseller may belong to that 
unhappy olass of men who have no belief in the 
good of what they get their living by, yet keep 
oonsoienoe enough to be morose rather than unctuous 
in their vocation. 

But instead of the ordinary tradesman, he saw, Oh 
the dark background of books in the long narrow 
shop, a figure that was somewhat startling in its 
unusualness. A man in threadbare clothing, whose 
age was difficult to guess — from the dead yellowish 
flatness of the flesh, something like an old ivory 
carving — was seated on a stool against somi^)»book- 
shelves that projected beyond the short counter, 
doing nothing more remarkable than reading the 
yesterday's Times; but when he let the paper rest 
on his lap and looked at the incoming customer, the 
thought glanced through Deronda that precisely 
such a physiognomy as that might possibly have 
been seen in a prophet of the Exile, or in some New 
Hebrew poet of the mediaBval time. It was a finely 
typical Jewish face, wrought into intensity of ex- 
pression apparently by a Btreimoiis eager experience 
in which all the satisfaction had boon indirect and 
far off, and perhaps by some bodily suflering also, 
which involved that absence of case in the present. 
The features were clear-cut. not large ; the brow not 
high but broad, and fully defined by the crisp black 
liair. It might never have been a particularly 
handsome face, but it must always have been 
forcible ; and now with its dark, far-off gaze, and 
yellow pallor in relief on the gloom of the backward 
shop, one might have imagined one's self coming 
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fjjfim h ^ Bom past pdion lol the I^tiiaitkiQ, f^MA ' 
« |Do}> htA suddenly borst open^ while the l6ak 
4xed on ap inoidental oustomer eeexned eager end 
queeti<miz^ enough to have been turned on one 
who might have been a messenger either of delivery 
or of death. The figure was probably familiar and 
unexciting enough to the inhabitants of this street ; 
but to Deronda’s mind it brought so strange a 
blending of the unwonted with the common, that 
there was a perceptible interval of mutual observa* 
tion before he asked his question : What is the 
price of this book?’’ 

After taking the book and examining the fly-leaves 
without rising, the supposed bookseller said, There 
is no mark, and Mr Bam is not in now. I am keep- 
ing the shop while he is gone to dinner. What are 
you disposed to give for it?” He held the hocfc 
closed on his lap with his hand on it apd locAed 
examiningly at Deronda, over whom there came the 
disagreeable idea, that possibly this striking person- 
agfe wanted to see how much could be got out of a 
customer’s ignorance of prices. Bui without farther 
reflection he said, Don’t ^ou know how much it is 
worth ? ” 

“Not its market-price. May I ask, have you 
read it?” 

“No. I have read an account of it, which makes 
me want to buy it.” 

“ You are a man of learning — you are interested 
in Jewish history?” This was said in a deepened 
tone of eager inquiry. 

“ I am certainly interested in Jewish history,” 
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gild l>e|)0lidls quietly, oeH^ity ovetoozmiii^ Mi dM 
like to the sort of itispeotion as well as qoestionb^ 
he was under. 

But ittimediately the strange Jew rose ftem his 
Bitting posture, and Deronda felt a thin hand pteWM 
ing his arm tightly, while a hoarse, excited voice, net 
muoh above a loud whisper, said — 

** You are perhaps of our race ? ” 

Deronda coloured deeply, not liking the grasp, 
and then answered with a slight sliake of the head, 
‘*No.’’ The grasp was relaxed, the hand with* 
drawn, the eagerness of the hice collapsed into un>* 
interested melancholy, as if some possessing spirit 
which had leaped into the eyes and gestures had 
sunk back again to the inmost recesses of the frame ; 
and moving further off as he held out the little book, 
the stranger said in a tone of distant civility, “I 
believe Mr Ram will bo satisfied with half-crown, 
sir.” 

The effect of this change on Deronda — ^he after- 
wards smiled when he recalled it- — was oddly em- 
barrassing and humiliating, as if some high dignitaSty 
had found him deficient and given him his amg^. 
There was nothing further to be said, however : he 
paid his half-crown and cairied off his Salomon 
Maimon's Lebensgesrhickte with a mere *'good morn- 
ing.” 

He felt some vexation at the sudden arrest of 
the interview, and the apparent prohibition that he 
should know more of this man, who was certainly 
something out of the common way — as dififerant 
probably as a Jew could well be from Ezra Cohen, 
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through w&ose door Deronda was presently enter- 
ing, and whose flourishing face glistening on Uie 
way to flitness was hanging over the counter in 
negotiation with some one on the other side of the 
partition, concerning two plated stoppers and three 
teaspoons, which lay spread before him. Seeing 
Deronda enter, he called out “ Mother I Mother I ” 
and then with a familiar nod and smile, said, Com- 
ing, sir — coming directly.” 

Deronda could not help looking towards the door 
from the back with some anxiety, which was not 
soothed when he saw a vigorous woman beyond fifty 
enter and approach to servo him. Not that there was 
anything very repulsive about her ; the worst that 
could bo said was that she had that look of having 
made her toilet with little water, and by twilight, 
which is common to unyouthful people of her class, 
and of having presumably slept in her large earrings, 
if not in her rings and necklace. In fact, what caused 
a sinking of heart in Deronda was, her not being so 
coarse and ugly as to exclude tho idea of her being 
Mirah’s mother. Any one who has looked at a face 
to try and discern signs of known kinship in it will 
understand his process of conjecture — how ho tried 
to think away tlio fat which had gradually disguised 
the outlines of youth, and to discern what one may 
call the elementary expressions of the face. He was 
sorry to see no absolute negative to his fears. Just 
as it was conceivable that this Ezra, brought up to 
trade, might resemble the scapegrace father in every- 
thing but his knowledge and talent, so it was not 
imposEdble that this mother might have had a lovely 
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refined daughter whoee type of feature and expres- 
sion was like Mirah’s. The eyebrows had a yeza- 
tious similarity of line ; and who shall decide how 
far a face may be masked when the uncherishing 
years have thrust it far onward in tlie ever-new 
procession of youth and age ? The good-humour of 
the glance remained and shone out in a motherly 
way at Deronda, as she said, in a mild guttural 
tone — 

‘^How can I serve you, sir?” 

“ I should like to look at the silver clasps in the 
window,” said Deronda; “the larger ones, please, 
in the comer there.” 

They were not quite easy to get at from the 
mother’s station, and the son seeing this called out, 
“ I’ll reach 'em, mother ; I’ll reach ’em,” running 
forward with alacrity, and then handing the clasps 
to Deronda with the smiling remark — 

“ Mother’s too proud : she wants to do everything 
herself. That’s why I called her to wait on you, sir. 
When there’s a particular gentleman customer, sir, I 
daren’t do any other than call her. But I can’t let 
her do herself a mischief witli stretching.” 

Here Mr Cohen made way again for his parent, 
who gave a little guttural amiable laugli while she 
looked at Deronda, as much as to say, “This boy 
will be at his jokes, but you see he’s the best son 
in the world ; ” and evidently the son enjoyed pleas- 
ing her, though ho also wished to convey an apology 
to his distinguished customer for not giving him the 
advantage of his own exclusive attention. 

Deronda began to examine the clasps as if he 
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Md nuB^ poixitB to obserte before be oottld eom^ 
to a decision. 

**Tbey are only three ^ineas, sir/’ said the 
mother^ encotiragingly. 

'^First-rate woilnnanship^ sir — worth twice the 
money; only I got ’em a bargain from Cologne/’ said 
the son, parenthetically, from a distance. 

Meanwhile two new customers entered, and the 
repeated call, “ Addy I ” brought from the back of 
the shop a group that Deronda turned frankly to stare 
at, feeling sure that the stare would be held compli- 
mentaiy. The group consisted of a black-eyed young 
woman who carried a black-eycd little one, its head 
already well covered with black curls, and deposited 
it on the counter, from which station it looked round 
with even more than the usual intelligence of babies ; 
also a robust boy of six and a younger girl, both 
with black eyes and black-ringed hair — ^king more 
Semitic than their parents, as the pup|^ lions show 
the spots of far-off progenitors. The young womoii 
answering to “Addy” — a sort of paroquet in a bright 
blue dress, with coral necklace and earrings, her hair 
set up in a huge busli — looked as complacently lively 
and unrefined as her husband; and by a certain dif 
ference from the mothor deepened in Deronda the 
unwelcome impression that the latter was not so 
utterly common a Jewess as to exclude her being 
the mother of Mirah. While tliat thought was glanc- 
ing through his mind, the boy had run forward into 
the shnp with an energetic stamp, and setting him- 
self about four feet from Deronda, with his hands in 
the pockets of his miniature knickerbockers, looked 
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tm him with a preoodoas of survey, PelhaiNi ft 
ms chiefly with a diplomatic design id linger and 
ingratiate himself that Deronda patted the 
head, saying — 

*^What is your name, sirrah?” 

Jacob Alexander Cohen,” said the small mafly 
with much ease and distinctness. 

“ You are not named after your father, then ? ” 

“ No ; after my grandfather. He sells knives and 
razors and scissors — my grandfather does,” said 
Jacob, wishing to impress the stranger wilh that 
high connection. He gave mo this knife.” ^ Here 
a pocket-knife was drawn forth, and the small flnfgers, 
both naturally and artificially dark, opened two blades 
and a cork-screw with much quickness. 

^ Is not that a dangerous plaything?” said Deronda^ 
turning to the grandmother. 

**Jfiff’ll never hurt himself, bless you?” said she, 
contemplating her grandson with placid rapture. 

“ Have you got a knife ? ” says J{U)ob, oomfhg 
closer. His small voice was hoarse in its glibness, 
as if it belonged to an aged commercial soul, fatigu^ 
with bargaining through many generations. 

“ Yes. Do you want to see it ? ” said Deronda, 
taking a small penknife from his waiStcoat-pocket. 

Jacob seized it immediately and retreated a little, 
holding the two knives in hie palms and bending 
over them in meditative comparison. By this time 
the other clients were gone, and the whole fiimily 
had gathered to the spot, centering their attention 
on the marvellous Jacob: the father, mother, and 
grandmother behind the counter, with baby held 
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itiig thereon, and the little g^l in front lean* 
togTfct her brothei^B elbow to assist him in looking 
$k the knives. 

Mine’s the best,” said Jacob, at last, returning 
Deronda’s knife as if he had been entertaining the 
idea of exchange and had rejected it. 

Father and mother laughed aloud with delight. 
“You won’t find Jacob choosing the worst,’ said Mr 
Cohen, winking, with much confidence in tlie cus- 
tomer’s admiration. Deronda, looking at tka grand- 
mother, who had only an inward silent laugh, said — 
“ Aro these the only grandchildren jtm have?” 

“ All. This is my only son,” she answered, in a 
communicative tone, Deronda’s glance and manner 
as usual convoying the impression of sympathetic 
interest — which on this occasion answered his pur- 
pose well. It seemed to come naturally enough that 
he should say — 

“And you have no daughter?” 

There was an instantaneouh change in the mother’s 
face. Her lips closed more firmly, she looked down, 
swept her hands outward on the counter, and finally 
turned her back on Deionda to examine some Indian 
handkerchiefs that hung in pawm behind lier. Her 
son gave a significant glance, set up his shoulders 
an instant and just put his finger to liis lips, — then 
said quickly, “ I think you’re a first-rate gentleman 
in the city, sir, if I may be allowed to guess.” 

“ No,” said Deronda, with a preoccupied air, “ I 
have nothing to do with the city.” 

“ That’s a bad job. I thought you might be the 
young principal of a first-rate firm,” said Mr Cohen, 
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wishing to make amends for the check on his cue* 
tomer’e natural desire to know more of {ikn and his. 
« But you understand silver-work, I see.^ 

A httle,’’ said Deronda, taking up the cl as ps a 
moment and laying them down again. That unwel* 
come bit of circumstantial evidence had made his 
mind busy with a plan which was certainly more like 
acting than anything he had been aware of in his 
own conduct before. But tlio bare possibility that 
more knowledge might nullify the evidence, now 
overpowered the inclination to rest in uncertainty. 

To tell you the truth,” he wont on, “ my errand 
is not so much to buy as to borrow. I daresay you 
go into rather heavy transactions occasionally,” 

“Well, sir, I’ve accommodated gentlemen of dis- 
tinction — I'm proud to say it. I wouldn’t exchange 
my business with any in the world. There’s none 
more honourable, nor more charitable, nor more neces- 
sary for all classes, from the good lady who wants a 
little of the ready for the baker, to a gentleman like 
yourself, sir, who may want it for amusement. I like 
my business, I like my street, and I like my shop. I 
wouldn’t have it a door further down. And I wouldn’t 
be without a pawn-shop, sir, lo be the Lord Mayor. 
It puts you in connection with the world at large. 
I say it’s like the Govornment revenue — it embraces 
the brass as well as the gold of the country. And a 
man who doesn’t get money, sir, can’t accommodate. 
Now what can I do for you, sir?” 

If an amiable self-satisfaction is the mark of earthly 
bliss, Solomon in all his glory was a pitiable mortal 
compared with Mr Cohen — clearly one of those per- 
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MIS wiib, being in excellent epirits abont tbemselrei^ 
ean Willing to cheer strangers by letting tbmn know 
jt. While he was delivering himself with lively 
lapidity, he took the baby from his wife and holding 
Aon his arm presented his features to be explored 
lUldts small fists. Deronda, not in a cheerful mood, 
W|kl rashly pronounring this Ezra Cohen to be the 
most unpoetio Jew he had ever met widi in books or 
Hfe: his phraseology was as little as possible like 
that of the Old Testament ; and no shadow of a Suf* 
fering Bace distinguished his vulgarity of soul from 
that of a prosperous pink-and-white huckster of the 
purest English lineage. It is naturally a Christian 
feeling that a Jew ought not to be conceited. How- 
ever, this was no reason for not porsevoring in his 
project, and he answered at once in adventurous 
ignorance of technicalities — • 

“ I have a fine diamond ring to offer as security — 
not with me at this moment, unfortunately, for I am 
not in the habit of wearing it. But I will come again 
this evening and^Jging it with mo. Fifty pounds at 
once would be^%f9onvenienoe to me.” 

“Well, yom^know, this evening is the Sabbath, 
young gentileiisan,” said Cohen, “and I go to the 
Shool, The shop will bo closed. But accommoda- 
tion is a work of charity ; if you can’t get here be- 
Is^^and are any ways pressed — why, I’ll look at 
jtiln^diamond. You’re perhaps from the West End 
longisli drive ? ” 

v«Yes; and your Sabbath begins early at this 
bfbeason. I could be here by five — will that do?” 
Dezondw had not been without hope that by asking 
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to come on a Friday evening he might get a better 
opporttmity observing points in the &mily ehap- 
acter, and might even be able to put some decisive 
question. 

Cohen assented ; but here the marvellous Jaoob, 
whose physique supported a precocity that would 
have shattered a Gentile of his years, showed that 
he had been listening with much comprehension by 
saying, “ You are coming again. Have you got any 
more knives at home ? ” 

I think I have one,” said Deronda, smiling down 
at him. ^ 

“ Has it two blades and a hook — and a white 
handle like that?’’ said Jacob, pointing to the 
waistcoat-pocket. 

“ I daresay it has.” 

“Do you Jike a cork-screw?” said Jacob, exhibit- 
ing tliat article in his own knife again, and looking 
up with serious inquiry. 

“ Yes,” said Deronda, experimentally. 

“ Bring your knife, then, and we’ll shwop,” said 
Jacob, returning the knife to his pocket, and stamp- 
ing about with the sense that he had concluded a 
good transaction. 

The grandmotlier had now recovered her usual 
manners, and the whole family watched Deronda 
radiantly when he caressingly lifted the little girl, 
to whom he had not hitherto given attention, and 
seating her on the counter, asked for her name also. 
She looked at him in silence, and put her fingers 
to her gold earrings, which he did not seem to have 
noticed. 
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Adelaide Rebekah is her name,” said her mother, 
proudly. Speak to the gentleman, lovey.” 

Shlay^m Shabbes fyook on,” said Adelaide Be- 
bekah. 

“ Her Sabbath frock, she means,” said the father, 
in explanation. “ She’ll have her Sabbath &ook on 
this evening.” 

“ And will you let me see you in it, Adelaide ? ” 
said Deronda, with that gentle intonation which 
came very easily to him. 

“ Say yes, lovey — yes, if you please, sir,” said 
her mother, enchanted with this handsome young 
gentleman, who appreciated remarkable ohtl&>6n. 

“ And will you give me a kiss this eveiting ? ” 
said Deronda, with a hand on each of her little 
brown shoulders. 

Adelaide Rebekah (her miniature crinoline and 
monumental features corresponded with the com- 
bination of her names) immediately put up her lips 
to pay the kiss !n advance ; whereupon her father, 
rising into still more glowing satisfaction with the 
general meritoriousness of his circumstances, and 
with the stranger wdio was an admiring witness, 
said cordially — 

“You see there’s somebody will bo disappointed 
if you don’t come this evening, sir. You won’t 
mind sitting down in our family place and waiting 
a bit for mo, if I’m not in when you come, sir ? I’ll 
stretch a point to accommodate a gent of your sort. 
Bring the diamond, and I’ll see what I can do fer 
you. 

Deronda thus left the most favourable impression 
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behind him, as a preparation for more easy inter- 
course. But for his own part those amenities had 
been carried on under the heaviest spirits. If these 
were really Mirah’s relatives, he could not imagine 
that even her fervid filial piety could give the re- 
union with them any sweetness beyond such as 
could be found in tho strict fulfilment of a painful 
duty. What did tliis vaunting brother need? And 
with the most favourable supposition about the hypo- 
thetic motlicr, Dcronda shrank from the inage of a 
first meeting between her and Mir^ atid still more 
from the idea of Mirah’s donjsaifcation with this 
family. He took refuge in disbelief. To find an 
Ezra Cohen when the name was running in your 
head was no more extraordinary than to find a 
Josiah Smith under like oiicumstanoes ; and as to 
the coincidence about the daughter, it would prob- 
ably turn out to bo a difference. If, however, fur- 
ther knowledge confirmed the more undesirable con- 
clusion, what would be wise expediency? — to try and 
determine the best consequences by concealment, or 
to bravo other consequences for the sake of that 
openness which is the sweet fresh air of our moral 
life. 
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^ *' Er iflt geheissen 

Ihu hut verwanuolt 
In emen Hund 


Aber jeden Freitag Abend, 

In der Diiinmrungstunde, plotzkch 
Weicht der Zaubcr, und dtr Hund 
Wind aufa Nou* ein monachllch Weson/’ 

— Ubwk Prinmrin SoMotik. 


When Deronda arrived at five o’clock, shop was 
dk>Bed and the door was opened fpr hka b/ the 
Okristian servant. When she showed him into the 
loom behind the shop he was surprised at the pretti- 
ness of the scene. The house was old, and rather 
extensive at the back : probably the large room he 
now entered was gloomy by daylight, but now it 
was agreeably lit by a fine old brass lamp with 
seven oil-lights hanging above the snow-white cloth 
spread on the central table. The ceiling and walls 
were smoky, and all the surroundings were dark 
enough to throw into relief the human figures, 
which had a Venetian glow of colouring. The 
grandmother was arrayed in yellowish brown with 
a large gold ohain in lieu of the necklace, and by 
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this hght her yellow &oe wiih ite dserkly-itfailEed 
eyebrows and roll of grey heir looked M 

handsome as was necessary for picturesque eflbet 
Toung Mrs Cohen was clad in red and black, with 
a string of large artificial pearls wound round and 
round her neck : the baby lay asleep in the cradle 
under a scarlet counterpane ; Adelaide Rebekah 
was in braided amber; and Jacob Alexander was 
in black velveteen with scarlet stockings. As the 
four pairs of black eyes all glistened a welcome at 
Deronda, he was almost ashamed of the supercilious 
dislike these happy-looking creatures had raised in 
him by daylight. Nothing could be more cordial 
than the greeting he received, and both mother and 
grandmother seemed to gather more dignity from 
being seen on the private hearth, showing hospi- 
tality. He looked round with some wonder at the 
old furniture : the oaken bureau and high side table 
must surely be mere matters of chance and economy, 
and not due to the family taste. A large dish of 
blue-and-yellow ware was set up on the side table, 
and flanking it were two old silver vessels ; in front 
of them a largo volume in darkened vellum with a 
deep-ribbed back. In the comer at the farther end 
was an open door into an inner room, where there 
was also a light. 

Deronda took in these details by parenthetic 
glances while he met Jacobis pressing solicitude 
about the knife. Ho had taken the pains to buy 
one with the requisites of the hook and white 
handle, and produced it on demand, saying — 

“Is that Ibe sort of thing you want, Jacob?” 
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It was Bubjeoted to a severe Bcrutiny, the hook 
and blades were opened, and the article of barter 
with the cork - screw was drawn forth for com- 
parison* 

“Why do you like a hook better than a cork- 
screw?” said Deronda. 

“ 'Caush I can get hold of things with a hook. A 
cork-screw won’t go into anything but corks. But 
it*8 better for you, you can draw corks.” 

“You agree to change, then?” said Deronda, 
observing tliat the grandmother was listening with 
delight. 

“ What else have you got in your pockets ? ” said 
Jacob, with deliberative seriousness. 

“ Hush, hush, Jacob, love,” said the grandmother* 
And Deronda, mindful of discipline, answered — 

“ I think I must not tell you that. Our business 
Was with the knives.” 

Jacob looked up into his face scanningly for a 
moment or two, and apparently arriving at his con- 
clusions, said gravely — 

“I'll shwop,” handing the cuik- screw knife 
to Deronda, who pocketed it with coiresponding 
gravity. 

Immediately the small son of Shorn lan off into 
the next room, whence his voice was heard in rapid 
chat; and then ran back again — when, seeing liis 
father enter, ho seized a little velveteen hat which 
lay on a chair and put it on to approach him. 
Cohen kept on his own hat, and took no notice of 
the visitor, but stood still w’hile the two children 
went up to him and clasped his knees : then he 
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laid hia hands on each in turn and uttered his 
Hebrew benediction ; whereupon the wife who had 
lately taken baby from the cradle brought it up to 
her husband and held it under his outstretched 
hands, to be blessed in its sleep. For the moment 
Deronda thought that this pawnbroker proud of his 
vocation was not utterly prosaic. ^ 

“ Well, sir, you found your welcome in my family, 
I think,” said Cohen, putting down his hat and be- 
coming his former self. “And you’ve been punotuaL 
Nothing like a little stress here,” he added, tapping 
his side pocket as ho sat down. “ It’s good for us 
all in our turn. I’ve felt it when I’ve had to make 
up payments. I began early — had to turn myself 
about and put myself into shapes to fit every sort 
of box. It’s bracing to the mind. Now then 1 let 
us see, let us see.” 

“ That is the ring I spoke of,” said Derondsl|}' 
taking it from his finger. “ I believe it cost a 
hundred pounds. It will be a sufficient pledge to 
you for fifty, I think. I bhall probably redeem it 
in a month or so.” 

Cohen’s glistening eyes seemed to get a little 
nearer together as he met tlio ingenuous look of 
this crude young gentleiuaii, who apparently sup- 
posed that redemption was a satisfaction to pawn- 
brokers. lie took the ring, examined and returned 
it, saying with indifference, “ Good, good. We’ll 
talk of it after our meal. Perhaps you’ll join us, 
if you’ve no objection. Me and my wife’ll feel 
honoured, and so will mother ; won’t you, mother ? ” 

The invitation was doubly echoed, and Deronda 
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M Iiow’tavned aiid allaKiA to^ 
ilie tiMe. Ko 4iah was at present seen eic^ 
eovered with a napkin ; and Mrs Cohen had placed 
a china bowl near her husband that he might wash 
bis hands in it. But after putting on his hat againi 
he paused, and called in a loud voice, “ Mordeoai I ^ 
Can this be part of the religious ceremony? 
thought Deronda, not knowing what might be ex- 
pected of the ancient hero. But he heard a “ Yes ” 
from the next room, which made him look towards 
the open door; and there, to his astonishment, he 
saw the figure of the enigmatic Jew whom he had 
this morning met with in the book-shop. Their 
eyes met, and Mordecai looked as much surprised as 
Deronda — neither in Ins surprise making any 8ig;n 
of recognition. But wlien Mordecai was* seating 
himself at the end of the table, he just bent his head 
the guest in a cold and distant manner, as if the 
disappointment of the morning remained a disagree- 
able association with this new acquaintance. 

Cohen now washed his hands, pronouncing Hebrew 
words the while : afterwards, he took off the napkin 
covering the dish and disclosed the two long flat 
loaves besprinkled with seed — the memorial of the 
manna that fed tlie w^andoring forefathers — and 
breaking off small pieces gave one to each of the 
fisimily, including Adelaide Keliekah, who stood on 
the chair with her whole length exhibited in her 
amber - coloured garment, her little Jewish nose 
lengthened by compression of the lip in the effort 
to make a suitable appearance. Cohen then uttered 
another Hebrew blessing, and after that, the mole 



BOOK IV. — OWBNOOLBK OlTtt HER CHOIOE. Ml 


h^adtf Wire uncovered, all seated themeelves, and 
the meal went on without any peculiarity that intm* 
ested Deronda. He was not very conscious of what 
dishes he ate from, being preoccupied with a desni 
to turn the conversation in a way that would enable 
him to ask some loading question ; and also with 
thinking of Moidecai, between whom and himself 
there was an exchange of fascinated, half- furtive 
glances. Mordecai had no handsome Sabbath gar- 
ment, but instead of the thieadbare rusty black coat 
of the morning he wore one of liglit drab, which 
looked as if it had once been a handsome doose 
paletot now shrunk with washing , and this change 
of clothing gave a still stronger accentuation to his 
dark-haired, eager face, which might have belonged 
to the prophet Ezekiel —also probably not modish 
in the eyes of conteraporanes. It was noticeable 
that the thin tails of the fried fish were given to 
Mordecai; and in general the sort of share assigned 
to a poor relation — no doubt a “ survival ” of pre- 
historic practice, not yet generally admitted to be 
superstitious. 

Mr Colieii kept uj> the conAeiaalion with much 
liveliness, introducing as subjects always in taste 
(the Jew 18 proud of lus lo^-alt^) the Queen and the 
Royal Family, the Emperor and Empiess of the 
French — into which both giandmother and wife 
entered witli zest. Mis Cohen the younger showed 
an accurate memory of ilistmguished birthdays ; and 
the elder assisted her son in informing the guest of 
what occurred when the Emperor and Empress were 
in England and visited the city, ten years before. 



DAHlaii OKBOMDi. 


m 

I daresay yon know all abont it better than we 
do, 4^” said Cohen, repeatedly, by way of pre&oe 
Ik) full information ; and tlie i^^teresting statements 
erere kept up in a trio. 

** Our baby is named Uugenie Esther,” said young 
Mrs Coh^n, vivaciously. 

“ It*« wonderful how the Emperor’s like a cousin of 
mine in the face,” said the grandmother ; “it struck 
me like lightning when I caught sight of him. I 
couldn’t have thought it.” 

“ Mother and mo went to see the Emperor and 
Empress at the Crystal Palace,” said Mr Cohen. 
“ I had a fine piece of work to take care of mother ; 
she might have been squeezed flat — though she 
was pretty near as lusty then as she is now. I said, 
if I had a hundred mothers I'd never take one of 
’em to see the Emperor and Empi^s at the Crystal 
Palace* i^gain ; and you may think a man can’t afford 
it when^vo’s got but on ) mother — not if he’d ever 
so big an insurance on her.” He stroked his mother’s 
shoulder affectionately, and ohuckl(*(1 a little at his 
own humour. 

“Your motlier has been a widow a long while, 
perhaps,” said Doronda, seizing his opportunity. 
“That has* made your care for her the more needful.” 

“Ay, ay, it’s a good many yore-zeit since I had to 
manage for Jior and myself,” said CJohen, quickly. 
“ I went early to it. It’s that makes you a sharp 
knife.” 

“ What does — what makes a sharp knife, father ? ” 
said Jacob, his cheek very much swollen with sweet- 
cake. 
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The father winked at his guest and said, Having 
your nose put on the grindstone/’ 

Jacob slipped from his chair with the piece of 
sweet-cake in his Wnd, and going close up to 
Mordecai) who had been totally silent hitherto, said, 
“ What docs tliat mean — putting my nose to the 
grindstone ? ” 

“ It means that you are to bear being hurt with- 
out making a noise,” said Mordecai, turning his 
eyes benignantly on the small face close to his. 
Jacob put the corner of the cake into Mordeoai’s 
mouth as an invitation to bite, saying meanwhile, 
“I shan’t, though,” and keeping his eyes oh the 
cake to observe how much of it went in this act of 
generosity, Mordecai took a bite and smiled, evi- 
dently meaning to please the lad, and the little 
incident made them both look more lovable, Der- 
onda, however, felt with some vexation that he had 
taken little by his question. 

“ I fancy that is the right quarter for learning,” 
said he, carrying on the subject that ho might have 
an excuse for addressing Mordecai, to whom he 
turned and said, ^‘You have been a great student, 
I imagine.” 

“ I have studied,” was the quiet answer. “ And 
you? — You know (hTmaii, bv the book you were 
Inlying.” 

“ Yes, I have studied in Germany. Are you gene- 
rally engaged in bookselling?” said Deronda. 

‘*No; I only go to Mr Ram’s shop every day to 
keep it while he goes to meals,” said Mordecai, who 
was now looking at Deronda with what seemed a 
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fihoa bad some atlraotiye indioatioa te hkm mdiiDli 
now seutralised the former disappointmeut .Alter a 
sHght paiiee, he said, Perhaps you know Hebrew?’’ 

** 1 am sorry to say, not at all." 

Mordecai’s countenance fell: he cast down his 
eyelids, looking at his Iiands, which lay crossed 
befcnre him, and said no more. Deronda had now 
noticed more decisively than in their former inter- 
view a difficulty of breathing, which he "thought must 
be a sign of consumption. 

“ I’ve had something else to do than to get book- 
learning,” said Mr Cohen, — I’ve had to make my- 
self knowing about useful things. I know stones 
well," — here he pointed to Deiouda’s ring. “I'm 
not afiraid of taking that ring of yours at my own 
valuation. But now,” he added, with a certain drop 
in his voice to a lower, more familiar nasal, “ what ^ 
do you want for it ? ” 

“ Fifty or sixty pounds," Deronda answered, rather 
too carelessly. 

Cohen paused a little, thrust Ins hands into his 
pockets, fixed on Deronda a pair of glistening eyes 
that suggested a niiiaculous guinea-pig, and said, 
“Couldn’t do you that. Htij)py to oblige, but 
couldn’t go tliat lengths Forty pound —say forty 
— I’ll let you ha\e foity on it.” 

Deronda was aware that Moideoai had looked 
up again at the words implying a monetary affair, 
and was now examining him again, while he said, 
“Very well; I shall redeem it in a month or so." 

“Good. I’ll make you out the ticket by -and- 
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by/’ mad Cohen, indifferently. Then he held up hie 
finger ae a sign that oonvereation vmet be deferred. 
He, Mordeoai, and Jacob put on their hate, and 
Cohen opened a thanksgiving, whioh was oairied on 
by responses, till Mordeoai delivered himself alone 
at some length, in a solemn ohanting tone, with his 
chin slightly uplifted and his thin hands clasped 
easily before him. Not only In his accent and tone, 
but in his freedom from the 8elf<x>nsoiou8nesB whioh 
has reference to others* approbation, there could 
hardly have been a stronger contrast to the Jew 
at the other end of the table. It was an unaccount- 
able conjunction — the presence among these com- 
mon, prosperous, shopkeeping t 3 rpes, of a man who, 
in an emaciated threadbare condition, imposed a cer- 
tain awe on Deronda, and an embarrasbrnent at not 
meeting his expectations. 

No sooner had Mordeoai finished his devotional 
strain, than rising, with a slight bend of his head 
to the stranger, he walked back into his room, and 
shut the door behind him. 

“That seems to be rather a remarkable man,** 
said Deronda, turning to Cohen, who immediately 
set up his shoulders, put out his tongue slightly, 
and tapped his own brow. It was clearly to be 
understood that Mordeoai did not como up to the 
standard of sanity whioh was set by Mr Cohen’s 
view of men and things. 

“ Does he belong to your family ? ** said Deronda. 

This idea appeared to be rather ludicvous to the 
ladies as well as to Cohen, and the family inter- 
changed looks of amusement. 
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** Ko| no/' said Cohen. Charity I obority 1 *He 
worked for me, and when he got weaker and weaker 
1 took him in. He’s an enonmbranoe ; but he brings 
a blessing down, and he teaohes the boy. Besides, 
he does the repairing at the watches and jewellery.” 

Deronda hardly abstained from smiling at this 
mixture of kindliness and the desire to justify it in 
the light of a calculation ; but his willingness to speak 
further, of Mordecai, whose character was made the 
more enigmatically striking by theke new details, 
was baffled. Mr Oohen immediately dismissed the 
subject by reverting to the “ accommodation,” which 
was also an act of charity, and proceeded to make 
out the ticket, get the forty pounds, and present 
them both in exchange for the diamond ring. Der- 
onda, feeling that it would be hardly delicate 
to protract his visit beyond the settlement of the 
business which was its pretext, had to take his 
leave, with no more decided result than the advance 
of forty pounds and the pawn-ticket in his breast- 
pocket, to make a reason for returning when ho 
came up to town after Christmas. He was resolved 
that he would then endeavour to gain a little more 
insight into the character and history of Mordecai ; 
h om whom also he might gather something decisive 
about the Cohens — for example, the reason why it 
was forbidden to ask Mrs Cohen the elder whether 
she had a daughter. 
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CHAPTER XXXV. 


Were uneaelnesfl or coosoienco measured by extent of crime, hnmaa hle< 
toryhad been di(tuieut,aii<l one should look to sec the coutilvers of greedy 
wen end the mighty marauders of the money-market in one troop of Mlf- 
lecereting penitents with the meaner robber and cut-purse end t!he mur- 
derer that doth his butuhery in small witli his own hand. No doubt 
wickedness hath its rewards to distribute, but whoso w^ins In this devil’s 
game mnJt needs be baser, more cruel, more brutal than the order of this 
planet will allow for the multitude bom of woiu.in. l.ir most of these 
carrying a form of conecienoo— a fear which is the shadow of Justice, a 
pity which la the shadow of love— that hmdereth fh>in the price of serene 
wlckednesB, itself difficult of maintenanoe in our composite flesh. 


On the 29 th of December Deronda ' knew that the 
Grandcourtfl had arrived at the Abbey, but he had 
had no glimpse of them before he went to dress for 
dinner. There had been a splendid fall of snow, 
allowing the party of children the rare pleasures of 
snow-balliug and snow-bnilding, and in the Christ- 
mas holidays the Mallinger girls were content with 
no amusement unless it were joined in and managed 
by cousin,” as they had always called Deronda. 
After that outdoor exertion he had been playing 
billiards, and thus the hours bad passed without his 
dwelling at all on the prospect of meeting Gwen- 
dolen at dinner. Nevertheless that prospect was 
interesting to him ; and when, a little tired and 
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heated ^th working at amuHement, be went to his 
room before the ilalf-hoiir bell had rung, ho began 
to think of it with some speculation on the sort^of 
influence her marriage with Grandoourt would have 
on her, and on the probability that there would be 
some discernible shades of change in her manner 
since he saw her at Diplow, just as there had been 
since his first vision of her at Leubronn. 

foncy there are some natures one could see 
growing or degenerating every day, If one watched 
them," was his thought. I suppose some of us go 
on faster than others ; and I am sure she is a crea- 
ture who keeps strong traces of anything that has 
once impressed her. That little affair of the neck- 
lace, and the idea that somebody thought her gam- 
bling wrong, had evidently bitten into her. But 
such impressibility tells l^th ways :%t may drive 
one to desperation as soon as to anything better. 
And whatever fasoiimtionB Grandcourt may have 
for capricious tastes — good heavens 1 who can be- 
lieve that he would call out the tender affections in 
daily companionship? One might bo tempted to 
horsewliip him for the sake of getting some show 
of passion into his face and speech. I'm afraid she 
married him out of ambition — to escape poverty. 
But why did she run out of his way at first? The 
poverty came after, though. Poor thing I she may 
have been urged into it. How can one feel any- 
thing else than pity for a young creature like that 
-—foil of unused life — ignorantly rash — hanging all 
her blind expectations on that remnant of a human 
being!” 
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Doubdesfl the phraBes which Deronda's meditatioii 
applied to the bxidegrooin were tfie less oomplimen* 
tary the excases and pity in which it dad the 
bride. His notion of G^ndoourt as a “ remnant 
was founded on no partionlar knowledge, but simply 
on the impression which ordinary polite intercourse 
had given him that Grandcourt had worn out all his 
natural healthy interest in things. 

In general, one may be sure that whenever a 
mairriage of any mark takes place, male acquaint* 
ances are likely to pity the bride, female acquaint* 
anoes the bridegroom : each, it is thought, might 
have done better ; and ^specially where the *bride 
is charming, young gentlemen on the scene are apt 
to conclude that she can have no real attachment 
to a feUow so uninteresting to themselves as her 
husband, but has married him on other grounds. 
Who under such circumstances pities the husband ? 
Even his female friends are apt to think liis jxisition 
retributive : he should have chosen some one else. 
But perhaps Deronda may be excused tliat he did 
not prepare any pity for Grandcourt, who liad never 
struck acquamtanooB as likely to conic out of his 
experiences with more suffering than he mflicted*, 
whereas for Gwendolen, young, headlong, eager for 
pleasure, fed with tlie flattery which makes a lovely 
girl believe in her divine light to rule — how quickly 
might life turn from ex2>ectanry to a bitter sense of 
the irremediable ! After what he had seen of her 
he must have had rather dull feelings not to have 
looked forward with some interest to her entrance 
into the room. Still, since the honeymoon was 
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iliewly 'three weeks in I3ie dlstonoei and Gwen- 
dolen had been enthroned not only at Byelands 
but at Diplowi she was likely to have composed 
her oountenanoe with suitable manifestation or oon- 
oealment, not being one who would indulge the 
curious by a helpless exposure of her feelings, 

A yariouB party had been invited to meet the new 
couple : the old aristocracy was represented by Lord 
and Lady Pentroath; the old gentry by young Mr 
and Mrs Fitzadam of the Worcestershire branch of 
the Fitzadams ; politics and the public good, as 
specialised in the cider interest, by Mr Fenn, 
member for West Orchards, accompanied by his 
two daughters ; Lady Mallinger's family, by her 
brother, Mr Baymond, and his wife; the useful 
bachelor element by Mr Sinker, the eminent coun- 
sel, and by Mr Vandemoodt, whose acquaintance 
Sir Hugo had found pleasant enough at Leubronn 
to be adopted in England. 

All had assembled in the drawing-room before 
the new couple appeared. Meanwhile the time 
was being passed chiefly in noticing the children — 
various little Baymoiids, nephews and nieces of Lady 
Mallinger’s, with her own three girls, who were 
always allowed to appear at this hour. The scene 
was really delightful — enlarged by full-length por- 
traits with deep backgrounds, inserted in the cedar 
panelling — surmounted by a ceiling that glowed 
with the rich colours of the coats of arms ranged 
between the sockets — illuminated almost as much 
by the red fire of oak-boughs as by the pale wax- 
lights — stilled by the deep-piled carpet and by the 
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h%h Eo^^iah breeding that subdues all voices ; 
while the mixture of ageSf from the white-haired 
Lord and Lady Pentreath to the four-year-old Edgar 
Baymoudi gave a varied charm to the living groups. 
Lady Mallinger, with fair matronly roundness and 
mildly prominent blue eyes, moved about in her 
black velvet, carrying a tiny white dog on her arm 
as a sort of finish to her costume ; tlie children 
were scattered among the ladies, while most of the 
gentlemen were standing rather aloof conversing 
with that very moderate vivacity observable during 
the long minutes before dinner. Deronda was a little 
out of the circle in a dialogue fixed upon himi by Mr 
Vandemoodt, a man of the best Dutch blood im- 
ported at the revolution : for Uie rest, one of those 
commodious persons in society who are nothing 
particular themselves, but are understood to be 
acquainted with the best in every department ; 
close -dipped, pale -eyed, nonchalant^ as good a foil 
as could well be found to the intense colouring 
and vivid gravity of Deronda, 

He was talking of the bride and bridegroom, 
whose appearance was being waited for. Mr Van- 
demoodt was an industrious gleaner of personal 
details, and could probably tell everything about 
a great philosopher or physicist except his theories 
or discoveries : he was now implying that he had 
learned many facts about Grandcourt since meeting 
him at Leubronn. 

<*Men who have seen a good deal of life don’t 
always end by choosing their wives so well. Ho 
has had rather an anecdotic history — gone rather 
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deep into pleasures, 1 tsinoy, leay as he is. ButV of 
course, you know all about him.” 

“No, reaUy,” said Deronda, in an indifferent 
tone. “I know little more of him than that he 
is Sir Hugo’s nephew.” 

But now the door opened and deferred any satis- 
femtion of Mr Vandemoodt’s communioativeness. 

The scene was one to sot off any figure of dis- 
tinction that entered on it, and certainly when Mr 
and Mrs Grandcourt entered, no 'beholder could 
deny that their figures had distinction. The bride- 
groom had neither more nor less easy perfection of 
costume, neither more nor less well -cut impassi- 
bility of face, than before his marriage. It was to 
be supposed of him that ho would put up with noth- 
ing less than the best in outward equipment, wife' 
included; and the bride was wliat he might have 
been expected to choose. “By George, I think 
she’s handsomer, if anything ! ” said Mr Vander- 
noodt. And Deronda was of same opinion, but 
he said nothing. The white dlk and diamonds — 
it may seem strange, but sho did wear the diamonds 
on her neck, in her ears, in her hair — might have 
something to do with the new imposingiioss of her 
beauty, which fliiHlied on him as moie unquestion- 
able if not more tlioroughly biitisfactory than when ho 
had first seen her at the gaming-table. Some faces 
which are peculiar in their beauty aie like original 
works of art : for the first time they are almost 
always mot with question. But in seeing Gwen- 
dolen at Diplow, Deioiida had discerned in her more 
than he had expected of that tender appealing 
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obBnn which we call womanly^. Waa there any* new 
change since then? He distrusted his impressions ; 
but as he saw her receiving greetings with what 
seemed a proud cold quietude and a superiioial 
smile, there seemed to bo at work within her the 
same demonic force that had possessed her when 
she took him in her resolute glanoo and turned 
away a loser from the gaming-table. There was 
no time for more of a conclusion — no time even 
for him to give his greeting b(ifore the summons 
to dinner. 

He sat not far from opposite to her at tahl®, and 
could sometimes hear what slie said in answer to 
Sir Hugo, who was at his liveliest in conversation 
with her ; but though he loukc'd towards her with 
*the intention of bowing, she gave him no oppor- 
tunity of doing so for some time. At last Sir Hugo, 
who might have imagined that they had already 
spoken to each other, said, “Heionda, you will like 
to hear what Mrs Grandcourt tells mo about your 
favourite Klesmer.” 

Gwendolen’s eyelids had been lowered, and 
Deronda, already looking at her, thought he dis- 
covered a quivering relu(*tjniee as slu* was obliged 
to raise them and leturii his unembarraBsed bow 
and smile, her own smilo bc'iiig one of the lip 
inorely. It was but an instant, and Sir Hugo 
continued without pause — 

The Arrowpoiiits have condoned the marriage, 
and he is spending the C’hristnias with his brido 
at Quetcham.” 

“ 1 suppose he will bo glad of it for the sake of 
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his wife* else I daresay he would not have minded 
keeping at a distance/’ said Deronda. 

“ It’s a sort of troubadour story,” said Lady Pen- 
treath, an easy, deep -voiced old lady ; “ Pm glad 
to find a little romance loft among us. I think 
our young people now are getting too worldly 
wise.” 

“ It shows the Arrowpoints' good sense, however, 
to have adopted tlie alfaii, after the fuss in the 
papers,” said Sir Hugo. “And disowning your 
own child because of a mesalliance is something 
like disowning your one eye : everybody knows 
it’s yours, and you have no other to make an 
appearance with.” 

“ As to mhalliance^ there’s no blood on any side,” 
said Lady Pentreath. “Old Admiral Arrowpoint* 
was one of Nelson’s men, you know — a doctor’s 
son. And wo all know how the mother's money 
came.” 

“If there were any mesalliance in the case, I 
should say it was on Klesmer’s side,” said Deronda. 

“Ah, yon think it is a case* of the immortal 
marrying the mortal. Wliat is your opinion ? ” 
said Sir Hugo, looking at Gwendolen. 

“I have no doulit that Herr Klesmor thinks liim- 
S(‘lf immortal. But 1 daresay his wife will bum as 
much incense before him ns ho requires,” said 
Gwendolen. She had recovered any composure 
that she might have lost. 

“Don’t you approve of a wife burning incense 
before her husband V” said Sir Hugo, with an air 
of jocoseriess. 
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“Oh yes,” said Gwendolen, “if it were only to 
make others believe in him/' She paused a mo- 
rnont and then said with more gaiety, “-When Herr 
Klesmer admires his own genius, it will take off 
some of the absurdity if his wife says Amen.” 
i “Klesmer is no favourite of yours, I see,” said 
Sir Hugo. 

“ I think very higlily of him, I assure you,” said 
Gwendolen. “ His genius is quite above my judg- 
ment, and I know him to be exceedingly generous.” 

She spoke with the sudden seriousness which is 
often meant to correct an unfair or indiscreet, sally, 
having a bitterness against Klesmer in her secret 
soul which she know herself unable to justify. Der- 
onda was wondering what ho should have thought 
of her if lie had never hoard of lier before : probably 
that she put on a little hardness and defiance by 
way of concealing some painful oonseiousness — if, 
indeed, he could imagine her manners otherwise 
than in the light of his suspicion. But why did 
she not recognise him ^vith more friendliness? 

Sir Hugo, by way of chnngiiig the subject, said to 
her, “ Is not this a beautiful .room V It was part of 
the refectory of the Abbey. There was a division 
made by those pillars iiiid the three arches, and 
afterwards they wen^ built up. Else it was half 
as large again originally. There used to be rows 
of Benedictines sitting where we are sitting. Sup- 
pose we were suddenly to see the lights burning 
low and the ghosts of the old monks rising behind 
all our chairs I ” 

“ Please don’t ! ” said Gwendolen, with a playful 
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shudder. * It is very nice to oome after ancestors 
and monksi but they should know their places and 
keep underground. I should be rather frightened 
to go about this house all alone. 1 suppose the old 
generations must be angry with us because we have 
altered things so much.” 

“ Oh, the ghosts must bo of all political parties," 
said Sir Hugo. And those follows who wanted to 
change things while they lived and couldn’t do it 
must be on our aide. But if you would not like to* 
go over the house alone, you will like to go in com- 
pany, I hope. You and Grande ourt ought to see it 
all. And we will ask Deronda to go round with us. 
He is moie learned about it than I am.” The 
baronet was in the most complaisant of humours. 

Gwendolen stole a glance at Deronda, who must 
have heard what Sir Hugo said, for ho had his face 
turned towards th(un helping himself to an entree; 
but he looked as impassive as a picture. At tlie 
notion of DeionclVs showing her and Grandcourt 
the place whicli was to b< tlieiis, and which she 
with painful oiii])li lms reriKinbciod might have 
been his (peihaps, li othcis had acted differ on tly), 
certain thought liad rushed m — thoughts often 
repeated within hn, Imt now returning on an 
occasion embarrassingly new ; and she was con- 
scious of sometlimg fuiti\e and awkward in her 
glance, which Sii Hugo must ha\e noticed. With 
her usual readiness of resource against betrayal, she 
said playfully, ‘‘You don’t know how much I am 
afraid of Mr Deronda.” 

“ How’s that ? Because vou think him too 
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leamed ? ” said Sir Hugo, ' whom the peculiarity 
of her glance had not escaped. 

“Na It is ever siijoe I first saw him at Leu- 
bronn. Because when ho came to look on at the 
roulette -table, I began to lose. He cast an evil 
eye on my play. He didn't approve it. He has 
told me so. And now whatever T do before him, 
I am afraid he will cast an evil eye upon it." 

“ Oad ! I’m rather afraid of him myself when he 
doesn’t approve," said Sir Hugo, glancing at Der- 
onda ; and then turning his fac*o towards Gwen- 
dolen, he said less audibly, ‘‘ 1 don’t think It^lies 
generally object to have his eyes upon them.’’ The 
baronet’s small chronic complaint of facetiousness 
was at this moment almost as annoying to Gwen- 
dolen as it often was to Deronda. 

“ I object to any eyes that are critical," she said, 
in a cool high voice, with a turn of her neck. “ Are 
there many of these old rooms left in the Abbey ? ’’ 

“Not many. Thtic is a fim* cloistered court with 
a long gallery above it. But the finest bit of all is 
turned into stables, it is part of the old church. 
Wlien 1 improved the place I made the most of 
(*very other bit ; but it was out of my reach to 
change the stables, so the hoises have the benefit 
of the fine old chon. You must go and see it.” 

“ I shall like to see the horses as, well as the 
building," said Gwendolen. 

“ Oh, I have no stud to speak of. Grandcoui t 
will look with contempt at my horses,’’ said Sii* 
Hugo. “I’ve given up hunting, and go on in a 
jog-trot way, as becomes an old gentleman witli 
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daughters. The &ot is, I went in for doing too 
much at this place. We ail lived at Diplow for 
two years while the alterations were going on. 
Do you like Diplow?” 

“Not particularly,” said Gwendolen, with indif- 
ference. One would have thought that the young 
lady had all her life had mure family seats than she 
oared to go to. 

“ Ah ! it will not do after Ryelands,” said Sir 
Hugo, well pleased. “Grandcoutt, I know, took it 
for the sake of the liunting. But he found something 
so much hotter there,” added the baremet, lowering 
his voice, “ that he might well prefer it to any other 
place in the world.” 

“ It has one attrac'tion for mo,” said Gwendolen, 
passing over this compliment with a chill smile, 
“that it is within reach of Offondeno.” 

“ I understand that,” said Sir Hugo, and then let 
the subject drop. 

What amiable baronet can escape the effect of a 
strong desire foi a particular possession ? Sir Hugo 
would have l)(('n glad that Grande ourt, with or with- 
out reason, should prcfei any oilier place to Diplow ; 
but inasmuch as in the pure process of wishing we 
can always make the conditions of our gratification 
benevolent, he did wish that Grandcourt’s convex 
nient disgust for Diplow should not be associated 
with his marriage of this very charming bride. 
Gwendolen was iniu li to the baronet’s taste, but, as 
he observed afterwards to Lady Mallingei, he should 
never have taken her for a young girl who had 
married beyond her expectations. 
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Detondft had not heard mtioh of this conver- 
sation, having given his attention elsewhere, hut 
the glimpses he had- of Gwendolen’s manner deep- 
ened the impression that it had something newly 
artificial. 

Later in the drawing-room, Deronda, at somebody’s 
request, sat down to the piano and sang. After- 
wards Mrs Raymond took his place ; and on rising 
he observed that Gwendolen had left her seat, and 
had come to this end of the room, as if to listen 
more fully, but was now standing with her back to 
every one, apparently contemplating a fine ':?owled 
head carved in ivory which hung over a small table. 
He longed to go to her and speak. Why should he 
not obey such an impulse, as ho would have done 
towards any other lady in the room ? Yet lie hesi- 
tated some moments, observing the graceful lines of 
her back, but not moving. 

If you have any reason for not indulging a wisn 
to speak to a fair woman, it is a bad plan to look 
long at her back : the wish to see what it screens 
becomes the stronger. Then' maj^ be a very sweet 
smile on the other side. Deronda ended by going 
to the end of the small t«d)le, at right angles to 
Gwendolen’s position, but before he (‘onld speak she 
had turned on him no smile, but such an appealing 
look of sadness, so utterly different from the chill 
^effort of her recognition at table, that his speech was 
checked. For what was an appreciable space of 
time to both, though the observation of others could 
qpt have measured it, they looked at each other- 
she seeming to take the deep rest of confession, he 
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with AH answering depth of sympathy that neutmi- 
ised other feelings. 

“Will you not join in the music?*' he said, by 
way of meeting the necessity for speech. 

That her look of confession had been involuntary 
was shown by that just perceptible shake and change 
of oountenance with which she roused herself to 
reply calmly, “ 1 join in it by listening. I am fond 
of music.” 

“ Are you not a musician ? ” 

“ I have given a great deal of time to music. But 
I have not talent -enough to make it worth wliile. I 
shall never sing again.” 

“ But if you are fond of music, it will always be 
worth while in pnvate, for your own deliglit. I 
make it a virtue to be content with my middling- 
ness,” said Deronda, smiling ; “ it is always pardon- 
able, BO that one does not ask others to take it for 
superiority.” 

“ I cannot imitate you,” said Gwendolen, recover- 
ing her tone of artificial vivacity. “ To be middling 
with mo is anotlier phrase for being dull. And the 
worst fault I have to find with the world is, that it 
is dulL Do you know, I am going to justify gam- 
bling in spite of you. It is a H'fuge from dulness.” 

“I don’t admit the justification,” said Deronda. 
“I think what we call the dulness of things is a 
disease in ourselves. Else how could any one find 
an intense interest in life ? And many do.” 

. “ Ah, I see I The fault I find in the world is my 
own fault,” said Gwendolen, smiling at him. Then 
after a moment, looking up at the ivory again, she 
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said| ycu never find &ult with the world or 
with others?” 

“ Oh yes. When I am in a grumbling mood*’’ 

** And hate people ? ConfeBs you hate them when 
they stand in your way — wlion their gain is your 
loss? That is your own phrase, you know.” 

“We are often standing in each other’s way when 
we can’t help it. 1 tliink it is stupid to hate people 
on that ground.” 

“ But if they injure you and could have helped 
it?” said Gwendolen, with a hard intensity un- 
accountable in incidental talk like this. * 

Deronda wondered at luir choice of subjects. A 
painful impression arrested his answer a moment, 
but at last he said, with a graver, deeper intonation, 
“ Why then, after all, I prefer my place to theirs.” 

“ There I believe you are right,” said Gwendolen, 
with a sudden little laugh, and turned to join the 
group at the piano. 

Deronda looked round for Grandcourt, wondering 
whether he followed his bride’s movements with any 
attention ; but it was rather undisoorning in him to 
suppose that lie could find out the fact. Grandcourt 
had a delusive mood of observing whatever had an 
interest foi him, wliieli eould bo snqiaHsed by no 
sleepy-eyed animal on the watch for jirey. At that 
moment he was plunged in tho deptli of an easy- 
ehair, being talked to by Mr Vandernoodt, who 
apparently thought the acquaintance of such a 
bridegroom worth cultivating ; and an incautious 
person might have supposed it safe to telegraph 
sedrets in front of him, the common prejudice being 
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that your quick observer is one whose eyes have 
quick movements. Not at alL If you want a re- 
spectable witness who will see nothing inconvenient, 
choose a vivacious gentleman, very much on the 
alert, with two eyes wide open, a glass in one of 
them, and an entire impartiality as to the purpose 
of looking. If Grandoourt cared to keep any one 
under his power he saw them out of the comers of 
his long narrow eyes, and if they wejit behind him, 
he had a constructive process by which he knew 
what they were doing there. He knew perfectly 
well where his wife was, and how she was behaving. 
Was he going to be a jealous husband ? Deronda 
imagined that to be likely; but his imagination was 
as much astray about Grandeoiiit as it would have 
been about an unexplored continent w^here all the 
species were peculiar. He did not conceive that he 
himself was a likely subject of jealousy, or that he 
should give any prt'text for it; but the suspicion 
that a wife is not happy naturally loads one to 
speculate on tho husband’s private deportment ; and 
Deronda found himself after one o’clock in the morn- 
ing in tho rather ludicrous position of sitting up 
severely holding a Hebrew giammai in his hands 
(for somehow, in def(‘rence to Moidecai, he had begun 
to study Hebrew j, with the c onsciousness that he 
had been in that attitude nearly an hour, and had 
thought of nothing but Gwendolen and her husband. 
To be an unusual young man means for the most 
part to get a difficult mastery over the usual, which 
is often like the sprite of ill-luck you pack up your 
goods to escape from, and see grinning at you from 
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the top of your luggage-van« The peculiarities of 
Deron^’s nature had been acutely touched by the 
brief incidents and words which made the histoly of 
his intercourse with Gwendolen ; and this evening’s 
slight addition had given them an importunate re- 
currence. It was not vanity — it was ready sym- 
pathy that had made him alive to a certain appeal- 
dngnesB in her behaviour towards him; and the 
difficulty with which she had seemed to raise her 
eyes to bow to him, in the first instance, was to be 
interpreted now by that unmistakeablo look of invol- 
untary confidence which she had afterwards turned 
on him under the consciousness of his approach. 

“What is the use of it all?” thought Doronda, as 
he threw down his grammar, and began to undress. 
“I can’t do anything to help her — nobody can, if 
she has found out her mistake already. And it 
seems to me that she has a dreary lack of the ideas 
that might help her. Strange and piteous to think 
what a centre of wretchedness a delicate piece of 
human flesh like that might he, wrapped round 
with fine raiment, her ears piciced for gems, her 
head held loftily, her mouth all smiling pretence, 
the poor soul within her sitting in sick distaste of 
all tilings ! But what do I know of her ? There 
may be a demon in her to matcli the worst husband, 
for what I can tell. She was clearly an ill-educated, 
worldly girl : perhaps she is a coquette.” 

This last reflection, not much belicived in, was a 
self-administered dose of caution, proiMj)tetl partly by 
Sir Hugo's much-contemned joking on the subject of 
flirtation. Deronda resolved not to volunteer any 
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idth Gwendolen dining th^ few deyemf 
her stay at the Abbey; and he was capable of 
keeping a resolve in spite of much inelination to 
the contraiy. 

But a man cannot resolve about a woman^s actions, 
least of all about those of a woman like Gwendolen, 
in whose nature there was a combination of proud 
reserve with rashness, of perilously - poised terror 
with defiance, which might alternately flatter and 
disappoint control. Few words could less represent 
her than “ coquette.” She had a native love of 
homage, and belief in her own power ; but no cold 
artifice for the sake of enslaving. And the poor 
thing’s belief in her power, with her other di earns 
before marriage, had often to be thnist aside now 
like the toys of a sick child, which it looks at with 
dull eyes, and has no heart to play with, however 
it may try. 

The next day at lunch Sir Hugo said to her, 
**The thaw has gone on like magic, and it’s so 
pleasant out of doors just now — shall we go and 
see the stables and the other old bits about the 
place V ” • 

“Yes, pray,” said Gwendolen. “You will like 
to see the stables, Henleigh?” she added, looking 
at lier husband. 

“ Unoom 111 only,” said Grandcourt, with an indifler- 
ence which seemed to give iiony to the word, as 
he returned her look. It was the first time Deronda 
had seen them speak to each other since their arrival, 
and he thought their exchange ot looks as cold and 
official as if it had been a ceremony to keep up a 
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ohort^. Still, the English fondness for feserve 
aoconnt for much negation ; and Gfrandoonrt’s masi- 
ners with^ extra veil of reserve over them might 
be expected to present the extreme type of the 
national taste. 

*‘Who else is inclined to make the tour of the 
house and premises?” said Sir Hugo. “The ladies 
must mufBe themselves: there is only just about 
time to do it well before sunset. You will go, 
Dan, won’t you?” 

“ Oh yes,” said Deronda, carelessly, knowing that 
Sir Hugo would think any excuse disobliging. 

“ All meet in the library, then, when they ar'fe ready 
— say in half an hour,” said the baronet. Gwendolen 
made herself ready with wonderful quickness, and in 
ten minutes came down into the library in her sables, 
plume, and little thick boots. As soon as she entered 
the room she was aware that some one else was there; 
it was precisely what she had lioped for. Deronda 
was standing with his back towards her at the far 
end of the room, and was looking over a newspaper. 
How could little thick boots make any noise on 
an Axminster carpet ? And to cough would have 
seemed an intended signalling which her })iide could 
not condescend to ; also, she felt bashful about walk- 
ing up to him and letting him know that she was 
there, though it was her hunger to speak to him 
which had set her imagination on constructing this 
chance of finding him, and had made her hurry down, 
as birds hover near the water which they dare not 
drink. Always uneasily dubious about his opinion 
of her, she felt a peculiar anxiety to-day, lest ho 
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might tfiinlr of her with contempt, ag one trinmpli- 
antly conscious of being Grandconrt^s wife, the future 
lady of this domain. It was her habitual effort now 
to magnify the satisfactions of her pride, on which 
she nourished her strength ; but somehow Deronda’s 
being there disturbed them all. There was not the 
faintest touch of coquetry in the attitude of her mind 
towards him : he was unique to her among men, be- 
cause he had impressed her as being not her admirer 
but her superior : in some mysterious way he was 
becoming a part of her conscience, as one woman 
whoso nature is an object of reverential belief may 
become a new conscience to a man. 

And now he would not look round and find out 
that she was there I The paper crackled in his 
hand, his liead rose and sank, exploring those stupid 
columns, and he was evidently stroking his beard, 
as if this world were a very easy affair to her. Of 
course all the rest of the company would soon be 
down, and the opportunity of her saying something 
to efface her flippancy of the evening before, would 
be quite gone. She felt sick with irritation — so fast 
do young creatures like her absorb misery through 
invisible suckers of their own fancies — and hei face 
had gathered that peculiar expression which comes 
with a mortification to which tears are forbidden. 

At last he threw down the paper and turned round. ‘ 
Oh, you are there already,” he said, coming for- 
ward a step or two; “1 must go and put on my 
coat.” 

He turned aside and walked out of the room. 
This was behaving quite badly. Mere politeness 
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would have made him smy to exchange some womls 
before leaving her alone. It was true that Grand^ 
court came in with Sir Hugo immediately afters so 
that the words must have boen too few to be worth 
anything. As it was, they saw him walking from 
the Hbraiy door. 

“ A — ^you look rather ill,** said Grandoourt, going 
straight up to her, standing in front of her, and look- 
ing into her eyes. “ Do you feel equal to the walk ? ’’ 

“Yes, I shall like it,*’ said Gwendolen, without 
the slightest movement except this of the lips. 

“We could put off going over the house, you know, 
and only go out of doors,” said Sir Hugo, kindly, 
while Grandcourt turned aside. 

“ Oh dear no 1 ’* said Gwendolen, speaking with 
determination ; “ let us put off nothing. I want a 
long walk.“ 

The rest of the walkir/g party — two ladies and two 
gentlemen besides Deronda — had now assembled ; 
and Gwendolen, rallying, went with due cheerfulness 
by the side of Sir Hugo, paying apy>arently an equal 
attention to the commentaries Deroiida was called 
upon to give on the various architectural fragments, 
and to Sir Hugo’s reasons for not attempting to 
remedy the mixture of the undisguised modern with 
the antique — which in his opinion only made the 
place the more truly historical. On their way to 
the buttery and kitclion they took the outside of the 
house and paused before a beautiful pointed door- 
way, which was the only old remnant in the east 
front, 

“Well, now, to my mind,” said Sir Hu^, “that 
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Umate mimiBiaag standing as St in the midiilla 
dt whit is franklj four centuries lateri than if the 
whole front had been dressed up in a pretence of 
the thirteenth century. Additions ought to smaok 
of the time when they are made and carry the stamp 
of their period. I wouldn’t destroy any old bits, 
but that notion of reproducing the old is a mistake, 
I think. At least, if a man likes to do it he must 
pay for his whistle. Besides, where ar© you to st^ 
along that road — making loopholes where you doh^t 
want to peep, and so on ? Yon may as well ask me to 
wear out the stones with kneeling ; eh, Grandcourt ? ” 
“A confounded nuisance,” drawled Grandcourt. 
“I hate fellows wanting to howl litanies — acting 
the greatest bores that have ever existed.” 

‘‘Well, yes, that’s what their romanticism must 
come to,” said Sir Hugo, in a tone of confidential 
assent — “that is, if they carry it out logically.” 

“I think that way of arguing against a course 
because it may be ridden down to an absurdity would 
soon bring life to a Htandstill,” said Deronda. “It 
is not the logic of liunian action, but of a roasting- 
jack, that must go on to the last turn when it has 
been once wound up. We can do nothing safely 
without some judgment as to where we are to stop,” 
“ I find the rule of the pocket the best guide,”, 
said Sir Hugo, laughingly. “And as for most of 
your new-old building, you had need to hire men to 
scratch and chip it all over artistically to give it an 
elderly -looking surface ; which at the present rate 
of labour would not answer.” 

“ Do ;^oa want to keep up the old fashions, then, 
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Mr Ddronda?’* aaid Ghfrendolen, taking adviBtage 
of the freedom of grouping to fall back a little^ while 
Sir Hugo and Grandcourt went on. 

** Some of them. I don’t see why we should not 
use our choice there as we do elsewhere — or why 
either age or novelty by itself is an argument for or 
against. To delight in doing things because our 
fathers did them is good if it shuts out nothing 
better ; it enlarges tlie range of affection — and affec- 
tion is the broadest basis of good in life.” 

“ Do you think so ? ” said Gwendolen, with a little 
surprise. “ I should have thought you cared ^most 
about ideas, knowledge, wisdom, and all that.” 

** But to care about them is a sort of affection,” said 
Deronda, smiling at her sudden naivetS. ^^Call it 
attachment, interest, willingness to bear a great 
deal for the sake of being with them and saving 
them from injury. Of course it makes a difference 
if the objects of interest are human beings; but 
generally in all deep affections the objects are a 
mixture — half persons and half ideas — sentiments 
and affections flow in together.” 

“I wonder whether 1 understand that,” said 
Gwendolen, putting up her chin in her old saucy 
manner. “ 1 believe I am not very aflectionate ; 
perhaps you mean to tell me, that is the reason 
why I don't see much good in life.” 

“ No, I did not mean to tell you that ; but I admit 
that I should think it true if I believed what you 
say of yourself,” said Deronda, gravely. 

Here Sir Hugo and Grandoouit turned round and 
paused. 
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** I never can get Mr Deronda to pay me a compli- 
ment,’' iaid Gwendolen. “ 1 have quite a onriosity 
to see whether a little flattery can be extracted from 
him.” 

<< Ah 1 ” said Sir Hugo, glancing at Deronda, ** the 
fret is, it is hopeless to flatter a bride. We give it 
up in despair. She has been so fed on sweet 
speeches that everything we say seems tasteless.” 

“ Quite true,” said Gwendolen, banding her head 
and smiling. Mr Grandcourt won me by neatly- 
turned compliments. If there had been one word 
out of place it would have been fatal.” 

“Do you hear that?” said Sir Hugo, looking at 
the husband. 

“ Yes,” said Grandcourt, without change of coun- 
tenance. “ It is a deucedly hard thing to keep up, 
though.” 

All this seemed to Sir Hugo a natural playfalness 
between such a husband and wife ; but Deronda 
wondered at the misleading alternations in Gwen- 
dolen's manner, which at one moment seemed to 
invite sympathy by cliildlike indiscretion, at another 
to repel it by proud concealment. He tried to keep 
out of her way by devoting himself to Miss Juliet 
Fenn, a young lady wliose profile had been so un- 
favourably decided by circumstances over which she 
had no control, that Gwendolen some months ago 
had felt it impossible to be jealous of her. Never- 
theless when they were seeing the kitchen — a part 
of the original building in perfect preservation — the 
depth of shadow in the niches of the stone walls 
and groined vauk, the play of light from tlie huge 
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glowing 6re on polished tin, brass, and popper, the 
fine resonance that came with every sound of voice 
or metal, were all spoiled for Gwendolen, and Sir 
Hugo's speech about them was made ratlier impoiv 
tunate, because Deronda was discoursing to the 
other ladies and kept at a distance from her. It did 
not signify that the other gentlemen took the oppor- 
tunity of being near her : of what use in the world 
was their admiration while she had an uneasy sense 
that there was some standard in Deronda's mind 
which measured her into littleness? Mr Vander- 
iioodt, who had* the mania of always describings one 
thing while you were looking at another, was quite 
intolerable with his insistanoe on Lord Blough's 
kitchen, which he had seen in the north. 

“ Pray don't ask us to see two kitchens at once. 
It makes the heat double, 1 must really go out of 
it," she cried at last, marching n^solutely into the 
open air, and leaving the others in the rear. Grand- 
court was already out, and as she joined him, he 
said — 

“I wondered how long you meant to stay in 
that damned place " — one of the freedoms he had 
assumed as a husband being the use of his strongest 
epithets. Gwendolen, turning to see the rest of the 
party approach, said — 

It was certainly rather too warm in one’s wraps.” 

They walked on the gravel across a green court, 
where the snow still lay in islets on the grass, and 
in masses on the boughs of the great cedar and the 
crenelated coping of the stone walls, and then into 
n larger court, where there was another cedar, to 
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find the benutifal choir long ago turned into stallilest 
in ihe firat instance perhaps after an impromptu 
fiuhioii by troopers, who had a pious satSs&otion 
in insulting the priests of Baal and the images of 
Ashtoreth^ the queen of heaven. The exterior — its 
west end, save for the stable door, walled in with 
brick and covered with ivy — was much defaced, 
maimed of finial dnd gurgoyle, the friable limestone 
broken and fretted, and lending its soft grey to a 
powdery dark lichen ; the long windows, too, were 
filled in with brick as far as the springing of the 
arches, the broad clerestory windows with wire or 
ventilating blinds. With the low wintry afternoon 
sun upon it, sending shadows from the cedar boughs, 
and lighting up the touches of snov/ remaining on 
every ledge, it had still a scarcely disturbed aspect 
pf antique solemnity, which gave the scene in the 
interior rather a startling effect ; though, ecclesias- 
tical or reverential indignation apart, the eyes could 
hardly help dwelling with pleasure on its piquant 
picturesqueness. Each finely -arched chapel was 
turned into a stall, where in the dusty glazing of 
the windows there still gleamed patches of crimson, 
orange, blue, and palest violet; for the rest, the 
choir had been gutted, the flour levelled, paved, and 
drained according to the most approved fashion, and 
a line of loose-boxes erected in the middle : a soft 
light fell from the upper windows on sleek brown 
or g^y flanks and haunches ; on mild equine faces 
looking out with active nostrils over the varnished 
brown boarding; on the hay hanging from racks 
where the saints once looked down from the altar- 
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pieoeB, and on the psde golden straw sofittered or in 
heaps; on a littit white -and- liver- ooloored fipanisl 
making his bed on the baok of an elderly haakneyt 
and on 'four ancient angels^ still showing signs df 
devotion like mutilated martyrs — while over all, the 
grand pointed roof, untouched by reforming washf 
showed its lines and colours mysteriously through 
veiling shadow and cobweb, and a hoof now and 
then striking against the boards seemed to fill the 
vault with thunder, while outside there was the 
answering bay of the blood-hounds. 

“ Oh, this is glorious ! ” Gwendolen burst fcjrth, in 
forgetfulness of everything but the immediate im- 
pression : there had been a little intoxication for her 
in the grand spaces of courts and building, and the 
fact of her being an important person among them. 

This w glorious 1 Only I wish there were a horse 
in every one of the boxes. I would ten times rather 
have these stables than those at Diplow.” 

But she had no sooner said this than some con- 
sciousness arrested her, and involuntarily she turned 
her eyes towards Deronda, who oddly enough had 
taken off his felt hat and stood holding it before 
him as if they had entered a room or an actual 
church. He, like others, happened to be looking at 
her, and their eyes met — to her intense vexation, 
for it seemed to her that by looking at him she had 
betrayed the reference of her thoughts, and she felt 
herself blushing : she exaggerated the impression 
that even Sir Hugo as well as Deronda would have 
of her bad taste in referring to the possession of 
anything at the Abbey: as for Doronda, she had 
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probably made him despise her* Her annoyanoeM 
what she imagined to be the obvioasness of her eon- 
fasion robbed her of her usual fSsoility in oanying 
it off by playful speech, and turning up her &oe to 
look at the roof, she wheeled away in that attitude. 
If any had noticed her blush as significant, they bad 
oertsinly not interpreted it by the secret windings 
and recesses of her feeling. A blush is no language : 
only a dubious fiag- signal which may mean either 
of two contradictories. Deronda alone had a fidnt 
guess at some part of her feeling ; but while he was 
observing her he was himself under observation. 

“ Do you take off your hat to the horses ? ” said 
Grandcourt, with a slight sneer. 

“Why not?” said Deronda, covering himself. He 
had really taken d)f the hat automatically, and if he 
had been an ugly man might doubtless have done 
so with impunity : ugliness having naturally the 
air of involuntary exposure, and beauty, of display. 

Gwendolen’s confusion was soon merged in the 
survey of the horses, which Grandcourt politely 
abstained from appraising, languidly assenting to 
Sir Hugo’s alternate depreciation and eulogy of the 
same animal, as one that he should not have bought 
when he was younger, and piqued himself on his 
horses, but yet one that had better qualities than 
many more expensive brutes. 

“ The fact is, stables dive deeper and deeper into 
the pocket nowadays, and I am very glad to have 
got rid of that dcmangeaison^' said Sir Hugo, as 
they were ooming out. 

“ What is a man to do, though ? ” said Grand- 
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court **He mast ride. I don’t see what else 
there is to do. And I don’t call it riding to site 
ostdde a set of brutes with every deformity under 
the Bun.^ 

This delicate diplomatic way of rharacterising Sir 
Hugo’s stud did not require direct notice ; and the 
baronet feeling that the conversation had worn rather 
thin, SJiid to the party generally, “ Now we are going 
to see the cloister — the finest bit of all — in perfect 
preservation : the monks might have been walking 
there yesterday.” 

But Gwendolen had lingered behind to lopk at 
the kennelled blood-hounds, perhaps because she 
felt a little dispirited ; and Qrandcourt #aited fur 
her. 

“ You had better take my arm,” ho said, in his 
low tone of command; and she took it. 

It’s a great bore being dragged about in this 
way, and no cigar,” said Qrandcourt. 

“ I thought you would like it.” 

“ Like it ! — one eternal chatter. And encourag- 
ing those ugly girls — inviting one to meet such 
monsters. How that ybf Deronda ran bear looking 
at her ” 

“ Why do you call him a fat f Do >ou object to 
him BO much ? ” 

Object ? no. What do I care about his being 
a fatf It’s of no consequence to me. I’ll invite 
him to Diplow again if ;nou like.” 

“ I don’t think he would come, lie is too clever 
and learned to care about usf said Gwendolen, 
thinking it useful for her husband to be told (pri- 
VOL. XL H 
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vately) tiiat it was possible for him to be lodked 
down upon. 

^ I never eaw that make muoh difference in a 
man. Either he is a gentleman, or he is not,*' said 
Grandcourt. 

That a new husband and wife should snatch a 
moment’s Ute-d.-tete was what could be understood 
and indulged ; and the rest of the party left them 
in the rear till, re- entering the garden, they all 
paused in that cloistered court where, among the 
falling rose-potals thirteen years before, we saw a 
boy becoming acquainted with his first sorrow. 
This cloister was built of harder stone than the 
ohuroh, had been in greater safety from the 
wearing woither. It was a rare example of a 
northern cloister with arched and pillared openings 
not intended for glazing, and the delicately-wrought 
foliage of the capitals seemed still to carry the vexy 
touches of the chisel. Gwendolen had dropped her 
husband’s arm and joined the other ladies, to whom 
Deronda was noticing the delicate sense which had 
combined freedom with accuracy in the imitation 
of natural forms, 

“ I wonder whether one oftener learns to love 
real objects through th<‘ir ropresontations, or the 
representations tlirough the real objects,” he said, 
after pointing out a lovely capital made by feio 
curled leaves of greens, showing their reticulated 
under-side with the firm gradual swell of its central 
rib, " When I was a little follow these capitals 
taught me to observe, and delight in, the structure 
of leaves.” 
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^ 1 mppose yoa oah see every line of them with 
your eyes shut,’* said Juliet Fenn. 

’^'Yes. I was always repeating them, beoauae 
to a good many years this court stood for me as 
my only image of a convent, and whenever I read 
of monks and monasteries, tiiis was my soeneiy to 
tom.” 

“ Ton must love this place very much,” said Miss 
Fenn, innocently, not thinking of inheritance. “ So 
many homes are like twenty others. But this is 
unique, and you seem to know every cranny of it. 1 
daresay you could never love another home so welL” 

“ Oh, I carry it with me,” said Deronda, quietly, 
beidg used to all possible thoughts of this kind. 
“ To most men tlieir early home is no more than 
a memory of their early years, and I’m not sure 
but they have the best of it. The image is never 
marred. There’s no disappointment in memory, and 
one’s exaggerations are always on the good side.” 

Gwendolen folt sure that ho spoke in that way 
out of delicacy to her and Grandcourt — because he 
knew they must hear him ; and that he probably 
thought of her as a solfish creature who only cared 
about possessing things in her own person. But 
whatever he might say, it must have been a secret 
hardship to liirn that any circumstances of his birth 
had shut him out from the inhei itanoe of his father’s 
position; and if ho supposed that she exulted in 
her husband’s taking it, what could he feel for her 
but scornful pity? Indeed it seemed clear to her 
that he was avoiding her, and preferred talking to 
others — which nevertheless was not kind in him. 
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With, these thoughts in her mind she was pre- 
vented by a mixture of pride and timidity from 
addressing him again, and when they were looking 
at the rows of quaint portraits in the gallery above 
the doisters, she kept up her air of interest and 
made her vivacious remarks without any direct 
appeal to Doronda. But at the cud she was veiy 
weary of her assumed spirits, and as Grandcourt 
turned into the billiard-room, she went to the pretty 
boudoir which had been assigned to her, and shut 
herself up to look melancholy at her ease. No 
chemical process shows a more wonderful activity 
than the transforming influence of the thoughts we 
imagine to he going on in another. Changes in 
theory, religion, admirations, n»ay begin with a 
suspicion of dissent or disapproval, even when the 
grounds of disapproval are but matter of searching 
conjecture. 

Poor Gwendolen was conscious of an uneasy, 
transforming process — all the old nature shaken 
to its depths, its hopes spoiled, its pleasures per- 
turbed, but still showing wholeness and strength 
in the will to reassert itself. After every l(Hiw shock 
of humiliation she tried to adjust bers^Wmnd seize 
her old supports — proud concealment, trust in new 
excitements that would make life go by without 
much thinking ; trust in some deed of reparation 
to nullify her self-blamo and shield her from a 
vague, ever-visiting dread of some horrible calam- 
ity ; tnist in the hardening effect of use and wont 
that would make her indifferent to her miseries. 

Yes — miseries. This beautiful, healthy young 
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creature, witli her two-and-tweuty years and Jier 
gratified ambition, no longer felt inolined to klM 
her fortunate image in the glass ; she looked at it 
with wonder that sho coiild be so miserable. Odtl 
belief which had accompanied her through her un- 
married life as a sclf-cajoling superstition, enconiv 
aged by the subordination of every one about her 
— the belief in her own power of dominating — was 
utterly gone. Already, in seven short weeks, which 
seemed half her life, her hus\)and liad gained a mas- 
tery which she could no more resist than she could 
have resisted the benumbing effect from the V)Uoh of 
a torpedo. Gwendolen’s will had seemed imperious 
in its small girlish sway ; but it was the will of a 
creature with a large discourse of imaginative fears ; 
a shadow would have been enough to relax its hold. 
And she had found a will liko that of a crab or a 
boa-constrictor which goes on pinching or crushing 
without alarm at thunder. Not that Grandcourt 
was without calculation of the intangible effects 
which were the chief means of mastery ; indeed he 
had a surprising acuteness in detecting that situa- 
tion of fooling in Gwendolen which made her proud 
and rebellious spirit dumb and helpless before him. 

She had burnt Lydia Glasher’s letter with an 
instantaneous terror lost other eyes should see it, 
and had tenaciously concealed from Grandcourt that 
there was any other cause of her violent hysterics 
than the excitement and fatigue of the day : she 
had been urged into an implied falsehood. Don’t 
ask me — it was my feeling about everything — it 
V7cr. the sudden change from home.” The words of 





'iUt ietiier kept repeating iliemBelvea;end hung on 
ooneoionenesa with the weight of a prophetb 
^kxnn. ** I am the grave in which your chance d 
happiness is buried as well as mine. You had your 
warning. You have chosen to injure me and my 
children. He had meant to marry me. He would 
have married me at last, if you had not broken your 
word. You will have your punishment. I desire 
it with all my soul. Will you give him this letter 
to set him against mo and ruin us more — me and 
my children ? Shall you like to stand before your 
husband with these diamonds on you, and these 
words of mine in his thoughts and yours ? Will he 
think you have any right to complain when he has 
made you miserable? You took him with your 
^es open. The willing wrong you Ir.ve done me 
will be your curse.” 

The words had nestled their venomous life within 
her, and stirred continually the vision of the scene 
at the Whispering Stones. That scene was now like 
an accusing apparition : she dreaded that Grand- 
court should know of it — so far out of her sight now 
was that possibility she had once satisfied herself 
with, of speaking to him about Mrs Glaslier and 
her children, and making tliem rich amends. Any 
endurance seemed easier than the mortal humilia- 
tion of confessing that she knew all before she 
mmrried him, and in marrying him had broken her 
word. For the reasons by which she had justified 
hers^ when the marriage tempted her, and all her 
easy arrangement of her future power over her 
husband to make him do better than he might be 
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ttioUiWL to do, wore now as futile as ihe 
]%lit8 wbioli set off a oluld’s pageant, 
of being blameworthy was exaggerated fiy a dreed 
both definite and Tague. The definite dread wee 
lest the veil of secrecy should fall between her and 
Grandcourt, and give him the right to taunt her. 
With the reading of that letter had begun her hus- 
band’s empire of fear. 

And her husband all the while knew it. He had 
not, indeed, any distinct knowledge of her broken 
promise, and would not have rated highly the effect 
of that breach on lier conscience ; but he waj aware 
not only of what Lush had told him about the meet- 
ing at the Whispering Stones, but also of Gwendolen’s 
concealment as to the cause of her sudden illness. 
He felt sure that Lydia had enclosed something with 
the diamonds, and that this something, whatever 
it was, had at once created in Gwendolen a new 
repnlsion for him and a reason foi not daring to 
manifest it. He did not greatly mind, or feel as 
many men might liave felt, that his hopes in 
marriage were blighted : he had wanted to marry 
Gwendolen, and lie was not a man to repent. Why 
should a gentleman whose other relations in life are 
carried on without the luxuiy of symiiathotic feel- 
ing, be supposed to reqiim* that kind of condiment 
in domestic life ? What he chiefly felt was that a 
change had come over the conditions of his mas- 
tery, which, far from shaking it, might establish it 
the more thoroughly. And it was established. He 
judged that he had not married a simpleton unable 
to perceive the impossibility of escape, or to see 
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eviU : he had manied a girl who had 
spmin|L pride enough not to maJco a fool of herself 
by forfe^g all the advantages of a position which 
had attracted her ; and if she wanted pregnant hints 
to help her in making up her mind properly he 
would take care not to withhold them. 


Gwendolen, indeed, with all that gnawing trou- 
ble in her conscioiisneBs, had hardly for a moment 
the seuBO that it was her part to bear 
herself with dignity, and appear what is called 
hap|)y. In disclosure of disappointment or sorrow 
she sai^ nothing but a humiliation which would 
have been vinegar to her wounds. Wliatever her 
husband might come et last to be to her, she meant 
'to wear the yoke^jiO as not to be pitied. For she 
did think of tl^lb coMaing years with presentiment : 
she was frijg^tetied at Grandcourt. The poor thing 
had passed her girlish sauciness of superiority 
oveif this ine^j^ specimen of personal distinction into 
^bp^zed perception of her former ignorance about 
possible mental attitude of a man towards the 
|FOman lie sought in marriage — of her present igno- 
rance as to what thoir life with each other might turn 
into. ,For novelty gives immeasurableness to fear, 
and fills the early tiino of all sad changes with phan- 
toms of the future. Her little coquetries, voluntary 
or invohnitary, had told on Grandcourt during court- 
ship, and formed a medium of communication be- 
tween them, showing him in the light of a creature 
such as she could understand and manage : but 
marriage had nullified all such interchange, and 
Qrandcourt had become a blank uncertainty to her 
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in everything but thia, that he would do juat what 
he willed) and that she had neither devices at her 
command to determine his will, nor any rational 
means of escaping it. 

What had occurred between them about her wear- 
ing the diamonds was typical. One evening, shortly 
before they came to the Abbey, they were going to 
dine at Brackenshaw Castle. Gwendohin had said 
to herself that she would never wear thq^Hmarnonda : 
they had horrible words clinging and crMlItg about 
them, as from some bad dream, whose lin- 

gered on the perturbed sense. She camcv down 
dressed in her white, with only a streak of gold 
and a pendant of emeralds, whicli Grandcourt had 
given her, round her neck, and little emerald stars 
in her ears. 

Grandcourt stood witli his hack to the fire and 
looked at her as she onteied. 

“ Am I altogether as you like ? ” she said, speak- 
ing rather gaily. She was not without enjoyment 
in this occasion of going to Brackenshaw Castle 
with her new dignities upon her, as men whose 
affairs are sadly involved will enjoy dining out 
among persons likely to be mider a pleasant mis- 
take about them. 

“No,” said Grandcourt. 

Gwendolen felt suddenly uncomfortable, wonder- 
ing what was to come. She was not unprepared for 
some struggle about the diamonds ; but suppose 
he were going to say, in low contemptnous toneB, 
“You are not in any way what I like.” It was 
very bad for her to be secretly hating him ; but it 

VOL. a Ha* 
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'frotild be imu^ worse when he geve the tot 
W hating her. 

^ Oh, meroy 1 ” she exclaimed, the pause lasting 
she could bear it no longer. “How am I to 
Jdter myself?” 

“ Put on tlie diamonds,” said Grandcourt, looking 
straight at her with his narrow glance. 

Gwendolan paused in her turn, afraid of showing 
any em||||p|f> and feeling that neverthcloss there 
was soqVil^ange in her eyes as they met his. 
But sjttpWas obliged to answer, and said as indif- 
ferently as she could, “Oh, please not. I don’t 
think diamonds suit me.” 

“ What you think lias nothing to do with it,” said 
Grandcourt, his 9otto voce impel ionsness seeming to 
have an evening quietude and finish, like his toilet. 
“ I wish you to wear the diamonds.” 

“ Play excuse me ; T like these emeralds,” said 
Gwendolen, frightened in spite of her preparation. 
That white hand of his which was touching his 
whisker was capable, she fancieil, of clinging l<i^nd 
her neck and threatening to throttle her ; for her 
fear of him, mingling with the vague foreboding of 
some retributive calamity which hung about her 
life, had reached a superstitious point. 

“ Oblige me by telling me your reason for not 
wearing the diamonds when I desire it,” said 
Grandcourt. His eyes were still fixed upon her, 
and sbe felt her own eyes narrowing under them 
as if to shut out an entering pain. 

Of what use was the rebellion within her? She 
oould say nothing that would not hurt her worse 
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thim BuboiiBsion. Taming bIowIj and ooyariilig 
keraelf again, she went to Ler dressing-room. Ai 
she reached out the diamonds it ocourred to hei* 
that her unwillingness to wear them might have 
already raised a suspicion in Grandcourt that she 
had some knowledge about thorn which he had 
not given hor. She fancied that liis oyos showed 
a delight in torturing her. How could she be 
dofiant? She had nothing to say that would 
touch him — nothing hut what would give him 
a more painful grasp on her t onsoiouHness. 

“He delights in making the dogs and ^horses 
quail: that is half liia plcasuio in calling them 
his,” she said to herself, at, slie opened tlio jc*wel- 
case with a shivering sensation. “ It will come 
to be so with me ; and I shall quail. What else 
is there for me? I will not say to the world, 
‘Pity me.’” 

She was about to ring for her maid when she 
heard the door open behind liei. It was Grand- 
court who came in. 

“You want some one to fasten them,” he said, 
coming towards hor. 

She did not answer, but hiinph stood still, leav- 
ing him to take out the oinanients and fasten thorn 
as he would. Doubtless ho had been used to fasten 
them on some one else. W'^ith a hitter sort of sarcasm 
against herself, Gwendolen thought, “ What a privi- 
lege this is, to have robbed another woman of I ” 

“What makes you so cold?” said Grandoourt| 
when he had fastened the last ear-ring. “Pray 
put plenty of furs on. 1 hate to see a woman oome 
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into • room looking frozen. If you are to appear 
as a bride at all, appear decently.” 

This marital speech was not exactly persuasive, 
but it touched the quick of Gwendolen's pride and 
forced her to rally. The words of the bad dream 
crawled about the diamonds still, but only for her : 
to others they were brilliants that suited her per- 
fectly, and Grandcourt inwaidly observed that she 
answefred to the rein. 

^ ^‘Oh yes, mamma, quite happy,” Gwendolen had 
said on her return to Diplow. “Not at all dis- 
appointed in Ryelands. It is a much finer place 
than this — larger in *^veiy \\ay. But don’t you 
want some more money?” 

“ Did you not know that Mr Grandcourt left me 
a letter on your wedding-day ? 1 am to have eight 
hundred a-year. He wishes mo to keep Offendene 
for the present, while you are at DiplOW* But if 
there were some pretty cottage near the park at 
Ryelands we might live there without much ex- 
pense, and I should have you most of the year, 

perimps.”. 

“ We must leave that to Mr Grandcourt, mamma.** 

“Oh, certainly. It is exceedingly handsome of 
him to say that ho will pay the rent for Ofcsdene 
till June. And we can go on very well — ^withoU^ 
W man-servant except Crane, just for out of doslfll 
Our good Merry will stay with us and help mo to 
manage everything. It is natural that Mr Grand- 
0 ourt should wish me to live in a good style of 
house in your neighbourhood, and I cannot decline. 
6o he said nothing about it to you?” 
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No y Jbe wiehod mo to hear it firom yoUy I sup* 
pose.” 

Gwendolen in faot had been veiy anxious to have 
some definite knowledge of what would be done Ibr 
her mother, but at no moment since her marriage 
had she been able to overcome the difficulty of 
mentioning the subject to Grandcourt. Now, how- 
ever, she had a seiiHc of obligation which would not 
lei her rest without saying to him, “ Tt is very good 
of you to provide for mamma. You took a great 
deal on yourself in marrying a girl wlio had nothing 
but relations belonging to lier.” 

Grandcourt was smoking, and only said carelessly, 
“ Of course I was not going to let her live like a 
gamekeeper’s mother.” 

“ At least he is not moan about money,” thought 
Gwendolen, “ and mamma is the better off for my 
marriage.” 

She often pursued the comparison between what 
might have been, if she had not married Grand- 
oourt, and what actually was, trying to persuade 
herself that life generally was barr(3n of satisfaction, 
and that if she had cbosoii differently she might 
now have been looking back with a regret as hitter 
as the feeling she was tiying to argue away. Her 
mother^s dulncss, which used to irritate her, she 
was at present inclined to explain as the ordinary 
result of women’s experience. I’rue, she still saw 
that she would “manage differently from mamma 
but her management now only meant that she would 
carry her troubles with spirit, and let none suepect 
tliem. By-and-by she promised herself that she 
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dKmld get used to her heart-sores, and find excite- 
ments that would cany her through life, as a hard 
gallop carried her through some of the morning 
hpurs. There was gambling : she had heard stories 
at t^ubronn of fiishionable women who gambled in 
all iprts of ways. It seemed very flat to her at this 

r bce, but perhaps if she began to gamble again, 
passion might awake. Then there was the 
pleasure of producing an effect by her appearance 
in society : what did celebrated beauties do in town 
when their husbands could afford display ? All men 
-were fascinated by them: they had a perfect equi- 
page and toilet, walked into publio places, and 
bowed, and made the usual answers, and walked 
out again: perhaps they bought china, and prac- 
tised accomplisliments. If she could only feel a 
keen appetite for those pleasures — could only be* 
lieve in pleasure as she used to do I Accomplish- 
ments had ceased to have the exciting quality of 
promising any pre-eminence to her; and as for 
fiuM)inated gentlemen — adorers who might hover 
round her with languishmcnt, and diversify married 
life with the romantic stir of mystery, passion, and 
danger which her French reading had given her 
some girlish notion of — they presented themselves 
to her imagination with the fatal circumstance that, 
instead of fascinating her in return, they were clad 
in her own weariness and disgust. The admiring 
male, rashly adjusting the expression of his features 
and the turn of his conversation to her supposed 
tastes, had always been an absurd object to* her, 
and at present seemed rather detestable. lA^y 
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0001868 are aotnally pursued-— follies and sins both 
oonvenient and inconvenient — without pleasure or 
hope of pleasure ; but to solace ourselves with 
unagining any course beforehand, there must be 
80 me foretaste of pleasure in the shape of appetite ; 
and Gwendolen’s appetite had sickened. Let her 
wander over the possibilities of her life as she 
would) an uncertain shadow dogged her. Her con- 
fidence in herself and Ikt destiny liad turned into 
remorse and dread ; sho trusted neither herself nor 
her future. 

This hidden .helplessness gave fresh force to the 
hold Deronda had from the first taken on lie^* mind, 
as one who had an unknown standard by which he 
judged her. Had he some way of looking at things 
which might be a new footing for her — an inward 
safeguard against possible events which she dreaded 
as stored-up retribution? It is one of the secrets 
in that change of mental poise wliicb has been fitly 
named conversion, that to many among us neithoz 
heaven nor earth has any revelation till some per- 
sonality touches thoirs with a peculiar infiuettoe, 
subduing them into roceptiveneKS. It had been 
Gwendolen’s habit to think of tlio persons around 
•her as stale books, too familiar to be interesting. 
Doronda had lit up her attention with a sense oi 
novelty : not by words only, but by imagined facts, 
his influence had entered into the current of thal 
self-suspicion and self-blamo which awakens a new 
consciousness. 

“I wish he could know everything about me 
without my telling him,” was one of her thoughts. 
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as she sat leanii^ over the of a oouoh, suppok- 
iag her head with her haind, and looking at herself 
hi a zoiiror — not in admiration, but in a sad kind of 
oompanionship. ^^1 wish he knew that I am not 
SO' contemptible as he thinks me — that I am in 
deep trouble, and want to be something better 4f 
I oould.’’ Without the aid of sacred ceremony or 
costume, her feelings had turned this man, only a 
few years older than herself, into a priest; a sort 
of trust less rare than the fidelity tliat guards it. 
Young reverence for one wdio is also young is the 
most coercive of all : there is the same level of 
temptation, and tlie higher motive is believed in as 
a fuller force — not suspected to bo a mere residue 
from weary experience. 

But the coercion is ofron stronger on the one who 
tahes the reverence. I'liose whp trust tis eduoate 
us. And perhaps in tlmt ideal conseeratifm of 
Gwendolen’s, some education was being prepared 
for Deronda. 
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'*Rie& nc pdsc iant qu’un secret, 

Le porter loin est diincile anx damM : 

Et Je BQaiH meHiiie Bur oo fait 

Bon nombro d’homiiies qui sont femmes.” 

—La FoNTAora. 


Meanwhile Doronda had been fastened and 1^ off 
by Mr Vandemoodt, who wished for a brisker walk, 
a cigar, and a little gossip. Since we cannot tell 
a man his own secrets, tlie restraint of being in his 
company often breeds a desire to pair off injfcon- 
versation with some more ignorant person, (SMi Mr 
Yandemoodt presently said — 

“ What a washed-out piece of cambric Qiltndconrt 
is I But if ho is a favourite of yours, 1 withdraw 
the remark.” 

Not the least in the world,” said Deronda. 

“I thought not. One wonders how he came to 
have a great passion again ; and lie must have had 
— to marry in this way. Though Lush, his old chum, 
hints tliat he married this girl out of obstinacy. By 
George I it was a very accountable obstinacy. A 
man might make np his mind to marry her without 
the stimulus of contradiction. But he must have 
made himself a pretty large drain o£ money, eh?” 
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t not of the o<^er estahlishment he Ice^ 

up?*' 

" Diplow ? Of course. He took that of Sir Hugo, 
But merely for the year.” 

** No, no : not Diplow : Gadsmere. Sir Hugo 
knows, I’ll answer for it.” 

Deronda said nothing. He really began to feel 
some curiosity, but he foresaw that he should hear 
what Mr Vandemoodt had to tell, without the con- 
descension of asking. 

“ Lush would not altogether own to it, of course. 
He*s a confidant and go-between of Gmndcourt's. 
But I have it on the best authority. The fact is, 
there's another lady with four children at Gadsmere. 
She has had the upper hand of him these ten years 
and more, and by what I can understand has it still 
— left her husband for liim, and used to travel with 
him tfiffieiy where. Her husband’s dead now : I found 
a feUc^ who was in the same regiment with him, 
and kneer this Mrs Glasher before she took wing. 
A fiety daik-eyed woman — a noted beauty at that 
time — ^he thaught she was dead. They say she has 
Grandoourt under her thumb still, and it’s a wonder 
he didn’t marry her, for there’s a vciy fine boy, and 
I understand Grandcourt can do absolutely as he 
pleases with the estates. Lush told me as much 
as that” 

“What right had he to many this girl?” said 
Deronda, with disgust 

Mr Vandemoodt, adjusting the end of his cigar, 
shrugged his shoulders and put out his lips. 
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oan know mMng of it,^ sud 
ef]af3ii4oBll7* But that positive statement wee 
mediately Mowed by an inwaid query— ^^Coi||4 
she have known anything of it?” 

** It's rather a piquant picture/’ said Mr Yandeiv 
noodt — “ Grandoourt between two fioiy women. For 
depend upon it this liglit-haired one has plenty of 
devil in her. I formed that opinion of her at Leu* 
bpronn. It’s a sort of Medea and Creiisa business. 
Fancy the two meeting 1 Grandoourt is a new kind 
of Jason : 1 wonder what sort of a part he’ll make 
of it. It’s a dog’s part at best. I think^l hear 
Bistori now, saying, ^ Jasono I Jasone !’ These fine 
women generally get hold of a stick.” 

** Grandoourt can bite, I fancy,” said Deronda* 
“He is no stick.” 

“No, no; I meant Jason. I can’t quite make 
out Grandoourt. But he’s a keen fellow enough — 
uncommonly well built too. And if he comes into 
all this property, the estates will bear dividing, 
'nds girl, whose fiiends had come to beggary, I 
understand, may think herself lucky to get him. 
I don’t want to be hard on a man because he gets 
involved in an afiair of that sort. But he might 
make himself more agreeable. I was telling him 
a capital story last night, and lie got up and walked 
away in the middle. I felt inclined to kirk him. 
Do you suppose that is inattention or insolence, 
now?” 

“Oh, a mixture. He generally observes the forms; 
but he doesn’t listen much,” said Deronda. Then, 
after «. moment’s pause, he went on, “ I should think 
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there must be some exaggeration or inaoouraoy in 
M^hat you have heard about tiiis lady at GadUffiaero.’’ 

Not a bit, depend upon it; it has all kin anug of 
kte years. People have forgotten all about it But 
there the nest is, and the birds are in it. And I know 
Grandoourt goes th^. I have good evidence that 
he goes there. However, that’s nobody’s business 
but his own. The ailair has sunk below the surface.” 

“ I wonder you could have learned 90 much about 
it,” said Deronda, rather drily. 

“Oh, there are plenty of people who knew all about 
it; but such stories get packed away like old let- 
ter^ They iriterest me. I like to know the manners 
of jny time — contemporary gossip, not antediluvian. 
These Dryasdust fellows get a reputation by raking 
up some small scandal about Semiramis or Nitocris, 
and then we have a thousand and one poems written 
upon it by all the warblers big and little. But I 
don’t care a straw about the Jhux pizs of the mum- 
mies. You do, though. You are one of the histori- 
cal men — more interested in a lady when she’s got 
a rag face and skeleton toes peeping out. Does that 
flatter your imagination V ” 

“Well, if she had any woes in her love, one has 
the satisfaction of knowing tliut she’s well out of 
theuL” 

“ Ah, you are thinking of the Medea, I see.” 

Deronda then chose to point to some giant oaks 
worth looking at in their bareness. He also felt an 
interest in tills piece of contemporary gossip, but he 
was satisfied that Mr Vandemoodt had no more to 
tell about it. 
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Since the early days when he tried to constmot 
the hidden story of his own birth, his mind had per* 
haps never been so active in weaving probabilities 
about any private ailair as it had now begun to be 
about Gwendolen’s marriage. This unavowed rela- 
tion of Grandcourt^s, — could she have gained some 
knowledge of it, which caused her to shrink from 
the match — a shrinking finally overcome by the 
urgence of poverty? lie could recall almost every 
word she had said to him, and in certain of these 
words he seemed to discern that she was conscious 
of having done some wrong —inflict(‘d soine(> injury. 
His own acute experience made him alive to the 
form of injury which might affect the unavowed chil- 
dren and their mother. Was Mrs Grandcourt, under 
all her determined show of salisfaction, gnawed by 
a double, a treble-headed grief -self-reproach, disap- 
pointment, jealousy? lie dwelt ospecially on all the 
slight signs of self-reproach: lie was inclined to judge 
her tenderly, to excuse, to pity. Ho thought he had 
found a key now by which to inteiprot her more 
clearly: what magnifying of her misery might not 
a young creature get into who liad wedded her fresh 
hopes to old secrets I He thought ho saw clearly 
enough now why Sir Hugo had never dropi)ed any 
hint of this affair to him; and immediately the image 
of this Mrs Glaslier b(»came painfully associaied with 
his own hidden birtli. Gwendolen knowing of that 
woman and her children, marrying Grandcourt, and 
showing herself contented, would have been among 
the most repulsive of beings to him ; but Gwendolen 
tasting the bitterness of remorse for having oontri- 
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If it were bq, ehe bad got to a oqDb* 
ilQlt jpoili^f understanding with him on some diffi* 
ooltios <SF^ife which a woman is rarely able to judge 
Cf with any justice or generosity ; for, according to 
|ireoed<$Dt, Gwendolen’s view of her position might 
easily have been no other than that her husband's 
mipiage with her was his entrance on the path of 
viHue, while Mrs Glasher represented his forsaken 
sin. And Deronda had naturally some resentment 
on behalf of the Hagars and Ishmacls. 

Undeniably Deronda *s growing solicitude about 
Gwendolen depended chiefly on her peculiar man- 
ner towards liim ; and I suppose neither man nor 
woman would bo the better for an utter insensibility 
to such appeals. One sign that his interest in her 
had changed its footing was that ho dismissed any 
caution against her being a coquette setting snares 
^ involve him in a vulgar fliitation, and determined 
that he would not again e\ade any opportunity of 
talking with liei. He liad shaken off Mr Yander- 
noodt, and got into a solitary corner in tho twilight ; 
but half an hour w.is long enough to think of those 
possibilities in (T^Yendolell’B position and state of 
mind ; and on forming the determination not to 
avoid her, he remembered that she was likely to bo 
at tea with the other ladies in the drawing-room. 
Tlie conjecture was true; for Gwendolen, after re- 
solving not to go down again for the next four 
hours, began to feel, at the end of one, that in shut- 
ting herself up she missed all chances of seeing and 
hearing, ^ild that her visit would only last two days 
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moite» SliB {M^uittidd kenelf, put oa W IMe aif 
ciel^OflfteBfdon) and going down, made herself Me- 
lutely agreeable. Only ladies were assembled, and 
Lady Pentreath was amusing them with a descrip- 
tion of a drawing-room under the Regency, and the 
figure tliat was out by ladies and gentlemen in 
1819, the year she was presented — when Deronda 
entered. 

** Shall I be acceptable?*' he said. “Perhaps I 
had better go back and look for the others. I sup- 
pose they are m the bilhard-room.” 

“ No, no ; stay where you are,’^ said Lac^ Pen- 
treath. “They were all getting tired of me; let 
us hear what you have to say." 

“That is rather an embarrassing appeal,’' said 
Deronda, drawing up a chair near Lady Mallinger^s 
elbow at the tea-table. “ I think I had better take 
the opportunity of montionnig our songstress,’' ho 
added, looking at Lady Mallinger, — “unless you 
have done so.” 

“Oh, the little Je\^cbb’' stud Lady M.illinger. 
“No, 1 have not mentioned hei. It never entered 
my head that any one here wariUd singing lessons.” 

“All ladies know some one else who wants sing- 
ing lessons,” b<iid Dtrorida, “I have happened to 
hnd an exquisite hinge r — heie ho turned to Lady 
Pentreath. “ She ib living w ith some ladies who 
are friends of mine— the mother and sisters of a 
man who was my chum at Cambridge. She was 
on the stage at Vienna; but she wants to leave 
that life, and maintain herself by teaching.” 

“ There are swarms of those people, aren’t there?” 
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Md tlie old kdgr. "Axe lier lesaone to be yery 
dieMp or very toq^nsive? Those are the two baits 
I kaorn 

There is another bait for those who hear heri" 
said Dotonda. "Her singing is something quite 
exceptional, I think. She has had such first-rate 
teachings — or rather first-rate instinct with her 
teaching — that you might imagine her singing 
all came by nature.'’ 

"Why did she leave the stage, then?” said Lady 
Pentreath. " I’m too old to believe in first-rate 
people giving up firs^rate chances.” 

“ Her voice was too weak. It is a delicious voice 
for a room. You who put up with my singing of 
Schubert would bo enchanted with hers,” said De- 
ronda, looking at Mrs Raymond. " And I imagine 
she would not object to sing at private parties or 
concerts. Ilor voice is quite equal to tliat.” 

" I am to have her in my diawing-room when we 
.go up to town,” said Lady Mallinger. "You shall 
hear her then. I have not heaid her myself yet; 
*bttt I trust Daniel’s recommendal ion. I moan my 
gkia to have lessons of her.” 

"Is it a charitable afiair?” said Lady Pentreath. 
" I can’t bear charitable music.” 

Lady Mallinger, who was rather litdpless in con- 
versation, and felt herself under an engagement not 
to tell anything of Mirah’s story, had an ombarrasBcd 
smile on her face, and glanced at Deronda. 

" It is a charity to those who want to have a good 
model p£ feminine singing,” said Deronda. " I think 
everybody who has ears would benefit by a little im- 
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ptovemmi on the cv dinaiy style. If yon heard Miai 
Lapidoth ^here he looked at Gwendolen — ^^per* 
hapfl yon would revoke your resolution to give up 
flinging.” 

I sliould rather think my resolution would be oon- 
firmed,” said Gwendolen. “ I don't feel able to follow 
your advice of enjoying my own middlingnoss.” 

**For my part,” said Deronda, “people who do 
anything finely always inspirit me to try. I don't 
mean that they make me believe I can do it as well. 
But they make the thing, wliatever it may be, seeim 
worthy to be done. I can bear to think nfy own 
music not good for much, but the world would be 
more dismal if I thought music itself not good for 
much. Excellence encourages one about life gen- 
erally ; it shows the spiritual wealth of the w^orld.” 

“ But then if wo can’t imitate it ? —it only makes 
our own life seem the tamer,” said Gwendolen, in a 
mood to resent encouragement founded on her own 
insignificance. 

“That depends on the point of view, I think,” 
said Deronda. “ We should liavo a poor life of it 
if we were reduced for all our pleasure to our own 
performances. A little private imitation of what is 
good is a sort of jirivate de\otion to it, and must of 
us ought to practise art only in the light of private 
study — preparation to understand and enjoy wliat 
the few can do for us, I think Miss Lapidoth is 
one of the few.” 

“She must be a very happy person, don’t you 
think?” said Gwendolen, wdth a touch of salaam, 
and a turn of her neck towards Mrs Raymond. 





don't know,'’ Wwoxed ^ indopendwit MtI 
^ I must hear more of her before I said that” 

It may have been a bitter disaj^pointment to her 
that her voice failed her for the stage/' said Juliet 
Fenn, sympathetically. 

^ 1 suppose she's past her best, though/' said the 
deep voice of Lady Pentreath. 

On the contrary, she has not reached it,” said 
Deronda. “She is barely twenty.”* 

“And very pretty,” interposed I^ody Mallinger, 
with an amiable wish to help Deronda. “And 
she has very good manners. I'm sorry she is a 
bigoted Jewess ; 1 should not like it for anything 
else, but it doesn't matter in singing.” 

“Well, since hor voice is too weak for her to 
scream much, I'll tell Lady Clementina to set her 
on my nine granddaughters/' saul Lady Pentreath ; 
“and I hope Bhe’ll convineo eiglit of them that they 
have not voice enough to sing anywheie hut at 
church. My notion is, that muny of our girls now- 
adays want lessons not to sing.” 

“I liave had my lesBons in lliat/' said Gwendolen, 
looking at Deronda. “ You see Lady Pentreath is 
on my side.” 

While she was speaking, Sir Hugo entered with 
some of the other gentlemen, including Grandcourt, 
and standing against tlio group at the low tea-table 
said — 

“What imposition is Deronda putting on you 
ladies — slipping in among you by himself?” 

“ Wanting to pass off an obscurity on us as better 
than any celebrity,” said Lady Pentreath — “ a pretty 
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sUgfibg Jdwm whd is to astoniidi these young 
people. You and I, who heard Catalani in her 
prime, aire not so ea*^ily astonished/’ 

Sir Hugo listened with his good-humoured smile 
as he took a cup of tea from his wife, and then said, 
“Well, you know, a Liberal is bound to think that 
there have been singers since Catalani’s time.” 

“ Ah, you aro younger than I am. I daresay you 
are one of tho men who ran after Alcliarisi. But she 
married off and left you all in the lurch.” 

“ fes, yes ; it’s rather too bad when these ^great 
singers marry themselves into silence before they 
have a crack in their voices. And the husband is a 
public robber. I remember Leroux saying, * A man 
might as well take down a fine peal of church bells 
and carry them off to tho steppes,' ” said Rir Hugo, 
setting down his cup and turning away, while 
Doronda, who had lno^ed fiom Ins place to make 
room for others, and Alt that he was not in request, 
sat down a little apart. Piesontly he became aware 
that, in the gencial dispersion of tho group, Gwen- 
dolen had extricated herself from tho attentions of 
Mr V^ndemoodt and had walked to tho piano, whoio 
she stood apparently examining tho music which 
lay on tho desk. Will any one bo siirpiised at 
Deronda’s concluding that she wished him to join 
her ? Perhaps she vs anted to make amends for the 
unpleasant tone of resistance wuth which she had 
met his recommendation of Mirah, for ho had noticed 
that her first impulse often was to say what she 
afterwards wished to retract. He went to her side 
and said — 
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* ** Are jou relenting about the mnsio and looking 
for something to play or sing ? ” 

I am not looking for anything, but I am relent- 
ing,” said Gwendolen, speaking in a submissive tone. 

“ May I know the reason ? ” 

“I should like to hear Miss Ijapidoth and have 
lessons from her, since you admire her so much — 
that is, of course, when wo go to town. I mean 
lessons in rejoicing at hor excellence and my own 
deficiency,” said Gwendolen, turning on him a sweet 
open smile. 

“ I shall be really glad for you to see and hear 
her,” said Deronda, rotuniing the smile in kind. 

Is she as perfect in q\ orything else as in her 
music ? ” 

I can’t voucli for that exactly. I have not seen 
enough of her. But T have seen nothing in her 
that I oould wish to be different. She has had an 
unhappy life. Her troubles began in early child- 
hood, and she has groun up among very painful 
surroundings. But I think you will say that no 
advantages oould ha\e given her more grace and 
truer refinement.” 

I wonder what sort of troubles hers were 7^^ 

“I have not any veiy pieciso knowl(‘dge. Bui I 
know tliat she was on the brink of drowning herself 
in despaii.” 

“ And wliat hindered her ? ” said Gwendolen, 
quickly, looking at Deronda. 

Some ray or other came — which made her feel 
that she ought to live — that it was good to live,” 
he answered, quietly. “ She is full of piety, and 
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seems capable of submitting to anything when it 
takes the form of duty.” 

“ Those people are not to be pitied,” said Gwen- 
dolen, impatiently. “I have no syinpathy with 
women who are always doing right. I don’t be- 
lieve in their great sufferings.” Her fingers moved 
quickly among tho edges of the music. 

It is true,” said Deronda, “ tliat the conscious- 
ness of having done wrong is something deeper, 
more bitter. I suppose w(i faulty creatures can 
never feel so much for tlio irreproachable as for 
those who are bruised in tho struggle witla their 
own faults. It is a very ancient story, tfht of the 
lost sheep — but it comes up afresh every day.” 

“ That is a way of speaking — ^it is not acted on, 
it is not real,” said Gwendolen, bitterly. “ You 
admire Miss Lapidoth because you tliink her blame- 
less, perfect. And you know you would despise a 
woman who had done something you thought very 
wrong.” 

** That would depend entirely on her own view 
of what she had done,” said l)eronda. 

“ You would be satisfied if slie were very wretch- 
ed, I suppose?” said Gwendolen, impetuously. 

“No, not satisfied — full of sorrow for her. It was 
not a mere way of speaking. I did not mean to 
say that the finer nature is not more adorable ; I 
meant that those wlio would be comparatively unin- 
teresting beforehand may become w'orthicr of sym- 
pathy when they do something that awakens in 
them a keen remorse. Lives are enlarged in dif- 
ferent ways, 1 daresay some would never gef their 



9 ^ «I)«ki6d If it wm not fbr ft violent i&ool^ fixitti 
the poneequenoes of their own notionp. And whM 
they are snffiBrbg in that way one mnat oarefd? them 
more than for the oonifortably self-satisfied.” Deronda 
Ibrgot everything but his vision of what Gwendolen^ 
experience had probably been, and nrged by corn*# 
passion let his eyes and voice express as much 
interest as they would. 

Gwendolen had slipped on to the music-stool, and 
looked up at him with pain in her long eyes, like 
a wounded animal asking help. 

“ Are you persuading Mrs Grandcourt to play to 
us, Dan?” said Sir Hugo, coming up and putting 
his hand on peronda s shoulder with a gentle ad- 
monitory pinch. 

cannot persuade myself,” said Gwendolen, 

rising. 

Others had followed Sir Hugo^s lead, and there 
was an end of any liability to confidences for that 
day. But the next was Now Year’s Eve ; and ^ a 
grand dance, to which the chief tenants were invited, 
was to be held in the luctuie-galleiy above the 
cloister — the sort of entertainment in u Inch numbers 
and general movement may create privacy. When 
Gwendolen was dressing, she longed, m remem- 
brance of Loubionn, to put on the old turquoise 
necklace for her sole ornament ; but she dared not 
offend her husband by appearing in that shabby 
way on an occasion when he would demand her 
utmost splendour. Determined to wear the memorial 
necklace somehow, she wound it thrice round her 
wrist ftnd made a bracelet of it — ^having gone to her 
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lOdm to put it on juBt before the time of miteiiik# 
the beU-room* 

{t was always a beautiful scene, this dance f ff y i 
New Yearns Eve, which had been kept up by femily 
tradition as nearly in the old fashion as inexorable 
change would allow. Eed carpet was laid down 
for the occasion ; hothouse plants and evergreens 
were arranged in bowers at llic extremities and in 
every recess of the gallery ; and the old portraits 
stretching back through generations even to the 
pre-portraying period, made a piquant line of specta- 
tors. Some neighbouring gentiy, major and inninor, 
were invited ; and it was certainly an occasion when 
a prospective master and mistress of Abbot’s and 
King’s Topping might sec their future gloiy in an 
agreeable light, as a picturesque provincial suprem- 
acy with a rent-roll personified by the most pros- 
perous-looking tenants. Sir Hugo expected Grand- 
court to feel flattered by being asked to the Abbey 
at a time which included this festival in honour of 
the family estate ; but he also hoped that his own 
hale appearance iniglit imjuesb Ins successor with 
the probable length of time that would elapse before 
the succession came, and with the wisdom of pre- 
ferring a good actual sum to a minoi propertv that 
must be waited foi. All preseiil, down to the least 
important fanner’s daughter, knew that they were 
to see “young Grandcourt,” Sir Hugo’s nephew, the 
presumptive heir and future baronet, now visiting 
the Abbey with his bride after an absence of many 
years; any coolness between uncle and nephew 
having, it was understood, given way to a fidendly 
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warmtlL The bride opening the ball with Sir Hago 
was nooessarily the cynosure of all eyes ; and less 
than a year before, if some magic mirror could have 
shown Gwendolen her actual position, she would 
have ifH^ined herself moving in it with a glow of 
triumphant pleasure, conscious that she hold in her 
hands a life full of favourable chances which her 
cleverness and spirit would enable her to make the 
best o£ And now she was wondering that she 
could get so little joy out of the exaltation to 
which she had been suddenly lifted, away from 
the distasteful potty empire of her girlhood with 
its irksome lack of distinction and superfluity of 
sisters. She would liave been glad to be even 
unreasonably elated, and to forgot everything but 
the flattery of the moment ; but she was like one 
courting sleep, in whom thougiits insist like wilful 
tormentors. 

Wondering in this wav at her own dulnoss, and 
all the while longing for an exciteinont that would 
deaden iinportiinate aches, slie was passing through 
files of admiring beholders in the country-dance with 
which it was traditional to open tlie ball, and was 
being generally regarded by her own sex as an envi- 
able woman. It was n'lnarked that she carried her- 
self with a wonderful air, considering that she had 
been nobody in particular, and without a farthing to 
hcc fortune. If she had boon a duke’s daughter, or 
one of the royal princesses, she could not have taken 
the honours of the evening more as a matter of 
course. Poor Gwendolen! It would by -and -by 
beoomn a sort of skill in which she was automati- 
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oaJly practised, to bear this last great gambling loss 
with an air of perfect self-possossion. 

The next couple that paesed were also wortli look- 
ing at Lady Pentreath had said, “ I shall stand up 
for one dance, but I shall choose my partner. Mr 
Deronda, you are the youngest man ; 1 mean to dance 
with you. Nobody is old enough to make a good 
pair with me. I must have a contrast” And the 
contrast certainly set off the old lady to the utmost 
She was one of those women who are never hand- 
some till they are old, and she had had the wisdom 
to embrace the beauty of age as early as poefeible. 
What might have seemed harshness in her features 
when she was young, had turned now into a satis- 
factory strength of form and expression wliich defied 
wrinkles, and was set off l)y a crown of white hair; 
her well-built figure was well covered with black 
drapery, her (*ar8 and nock t'omfoiTahly caressed with 
lace, showing none of those withered spaces which 
one would think it a jntiable condition of poverty 
to expose. She glided along gracefully enough, her 
dark eyes still with a luischievous siiiilo in them as 
she observed the company. Her partner’s young 
richness of tint against the flattened hues and rougher 
forms of her aged head had an effect soinetliing like 
that of a fine flower against a lichenous branch. Per- 
haps the tenants hardly appreciated this pair. Lady 
Pentreath was nothing more than a straight, acti^ 
old lady : Mr Deronda was a familiar figure regard- 
ed with friendlinoss ; but if he had been the heir, 
it would have been regretted that his face was not 
as unmistakeably Lnglish as Sir Hugo’s. 

vau n. 


1 
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Gtandoonrt's appearanoe when he came up 
Lady Mallinger was not impeached with foreignneflB : 
still the satisfaction in it was not complete. It would 
have been matter of congratulation if one who had 
the luck to inherit two old family estates had had 
more hair, a fresher colour, and a look of greater 
animation ; but that fine families dwindled ofi into 
females, and estates ran together into the single 
heirship of a mealy-eomploxioned male, was a ten- 
dency in things wliich seemed to be acconnted for by 
a citation of other instances. It was agreed that Mr 
Grandcourt could never be taken for anything but 
what he was — a bom gentleman ; and that, in fact, 
he looked like an heir. Perhaps the person least 
complacently disjiosed towards him at that moment 
was Lady Mallinger, to wliom going in procession up 
this country-dance with Grandcourt was a blazonment 
of herself as the infelicitous wife who had produced 
nothing but daughters, little bettor than no ohildipn, 
poor dear things, except for her own fondness Snd 
for Sir Hugo’s wonderful goodness to them. But 
such inward discomfort could not prevent the gentle 
lady from looking fair and stout to admiration, or her 
full blue c\\eR from glancing mildly at her neighbours. 
All the motlieiH and fithcis held it a thousand pities 
that she had not had a fine boy, or even several — 
which might liave been expected, to look at her when 
lAlc was first married. 

The gallery included only three sides of the quad- 
rangle, the fourth being shut off’ as a lobby or corri- 
dor : one side was used for dancing, and the opposite 
side tor the supper-table, while the intermediate part 
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liras less brilliatitly lit, and fitted with comfortable 
seatSt Later in the evening Gwendolen was in one 
of these seats, and Grandcourt was standing near her. 
.They were not talking to each other : she was lean- 
ing backward in her chair, and he against the wall ; 
and Deronda, happening to observe this, went up to 
ask her if she had resolved not to dance any more. 
Having himself been doing lutid duty m this way 
among the guests, he thought he liad earned the 
right to sink for a little while into the background, 
and he had spoken little to Gwendolen since their 
conversation at the piano the day before. G*rand- 
oourt’s presence would only make it the easier to 
show that pleasure in talking to her even about 
ttivialities which would be a sign of friendliness; 
and he fancied that her face lookt^d blank. A ,mile 
beamed over it as she saw him coming, and she 
raised herself from her leaning posture. Grandcourt 
had been grumbling at the ennui of staying so long 
in this stupid dance, and proposing that they should 
vanish : she had resisted on the ground of politeness 
— not without being a little frightened at the prob- 
ability that he was silimtly angry with her. She had 
her reason for staying, though she had bogim to 
despair of the opportunity foi the sake of which she 
liad put the old necklace on her wrist. But now at 
last Deronda had come. 

“ Yes ; I shall not dance any more. Are you not 
glad?” she said, with some gaiety. “You might 
have felt obliged humbly to offer yourself as a part- 
ner, and I feel sure you have danced more thair you 
like already.” 
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“ I will not deny that,” said Deronda, “ sinoe yon 
have danoed as muoh as you like.” 

“ But will you take trouble for me in another way, 
^d fetch me a glass of that fresh water ? ” 

It was but a few steps that Deronda had to go for 
the water. Gwendolen was wrapped in the lightest, 
softest of white woollen burnouses, under which her 
hands were hidden. While he was gone she had 
drawn off her glove, which was finished with a lace 
ruffle, and wlien slie put up her hand to take the 
glass and lifted it to her mouth, the necklace- 
bracelet, wliich in its triple winding adapted itself 
clumsily to her wrist, was necessarily conspicuous. 
Grandcourt saw it, and saw that it was attracting 
Deronda’s notice, * 

What is that hideous thing you have got on 
your wrist ? ” said the hushand. 

“ That ? ” said Gwendoleii, (“omposedly, pointing 
to the turquoises, while she still held the glass ; it 
is an old necklace that I like to wear. I lost it 
once, and some one found it for me.” 

With that she gave the glass again to Deronda, 
who immediately carried it away, and on letuming 
said, in order to banish any consciousness about the 
necklace — 

“ It is worth while for you to go and look out at 
^ne of the windows on that side. You can see the 
finest possible moonlight on the stone pillars and 
carving, and shadows waving across it in the wind.” 

, *‘I should like to see it. Will you go?” said 

Gwendolen, looking up at her husband. 

He cast his eyes down at her, and saying, No, 
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Doronda will take yon,” slowly moved from his 
leaning attitude, and slowly walked away. 

Gwendolen’s face for a moment showed a fleeting 
vexation: she resented this show of indifference 
towards her. Deronda fell annoyed, chiefly for her 
sake ; and with a quick sense that it would relieve 
her most to behave as if notliing po'^uliar had oc- 
curred, he said, “Will yon liiKe my arm and go, 
while only servants are there?” Ho tliought that 
he understood well her action in drawing his atten- 
tion to the necklace : she wished him to infc‘r that 
she had submitted her mind to rebuke— her sru^ech 
and manner had from the fiist fluctuated towards 
that submission — and that she felt no lingering 
resentment. Her evident confidence in his inter- 
pretation of her appealed to him as a peculiar 
claim. 

When they were >valking toirMlier, Gwendolen 
felt as if the annoyance winch liad just happened 
had removed anotlier film of reserve from between 
them, and she had more right than before to be as 
open as she wished. She did not speak, being filled 
with the sense of silent conlidenee, uulil they were 
in front of tlie window looking out on ihe moonlit 
court. A sort of bower had been made round the 
window, turning it into a recess. Quitting his arm, 
she folded her hands in her burnous, and pressed 
her brow against the glass. He moved slightly 
away, and held the lapels of his coat with his 
thumbs under the collar as his manner was : he hod 
a wonderful power of standing perfectly stillj and 
in that position leminded one Bometimes of Dante’s 
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apiriti magni oon occhi tardi e gravi (DouliitleBS 
some of these danced in their youth, doubted of 
their own vocation, and found their own times too 
modem.) He abstained irom remarking on the 
scene before them, fearing tliat any indifferent words 
might jar on her : already the calm light and 
shadow, the ancient steadfast forms, had aloofness 
enough from those inward troubles which he felt 
sure were agitating her. And he judged aright: 
she would have been impatient of polite conversa- 
tion. The incidents of the last minute or two had 
receded behind former thoughts which she had 
imagined herself uttering to Deronda, and which 
now urged themselves to her lips. In a subdued 
voice, she said — • 

Suppose I had gambled again, and lost the 
necklace again, what should you have thought of 
me?” 

“Worse than I do now.'' 

“ Then you are mistaken about me. You wanted 
me not to do that — not to make my gain out of 
another’s loss in that way — and I have done a 
great deal worse.” 

“ I can imagine temptations,” said Deronda. 
“ Perha])s I am able to understand what you mean. 
At least I understand self-reproach.” In spite of 
preparation he was almost alarmed at Gwendolen's 
precipitancy of confidence towards him, in contrast 
with her habitual resolute concealment. 

“ What should you do if you were like me — ^feel- 
ing that you were wrong and miserable, and dread- 
ing overyt^UUg to oome ? ” It seemed that slie was 
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hunying to make the utmost use of this opportunitj 
to speak as she would. 

“ That is not to be amended by doing one thing 
only — but many,” said Deroncla, decisively. 

“What?” said Gwendolen, hastily, moving her 
brow from the glass and looking at him. 

He looked full at her in return, with what she 
thought was severity. He felt that it was not a 
moment in which he must h't himself be tender, 
and flinch from implying a hard opinion. 

“ I mean there arc many thoughts and habits that 
may help us to bear inevitable sorrow. Multitudes 
have to bear it.” 

She turned her brow to the window again, and 
said impatiently, “ You must tell me then what to 
think and what to do; else why did you not let 
me go on doing as I liked and not minding ? If I 
had gone on gambling I might have won again, and 
I might have got not to care for anything else. You 
would not let me do that. Why shouldn’t I do as I 
like, and not mind? Other people do.” Poor Gwen- 
dolen’s speech expressed nothing very clearly except 
her irritation. 

“ I don’t believe you would ever get not to mind,” 
said Deronda, with deep-toned decision. “ If it were 
true that bason css and cruelty made an escape from 
pain, what difierence would that make to people 
who oan’t be quite base or cruel? Idiots escape 
some pain ; but you can’t be an idiot. Some may 
do wrong to another without remorse ; but suppose 
one does feel remorse? I believe you could never 
lead an injurious life — all reckless lives are injurious, 
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pestilential — without feeling remorse.** Deronda*B 
unoonscions fervour had gathered as he went on : 
he was uttering thoughts which he had used for 
himself in moments of painful meditation. 

“ Then tell mo what better I can do,” said Gwen- 
dolen, insistently. 

“ Many things. Look on other lives besides your 
own. See what their troubles are, and how they 
are borne. Try to care about somothing in this 
vast world besides the gratification of small selfish 
desires. Try to care for what is best in thought 
and action — something that is good apart from the 
accidents of your own lot.” 

For an instant or two Gwendolen was mute. 
Then, again moving her brow from the glass, she 
said — 

“You mean that I am selfish and ignorant.” 

He met her fixed look in silence before he 
answered firmly — 

“ You will not go on being selfish and ignorant.” 

She did not turn away her glance or let her eye- 
lids fall, but a change came over her face — that 
subtle change in nerve and muscle which will some- 
times give a childlike expression even to the elderly; 
it is the subsidence of self-assertion. 

“ Shall I lead you back ? ” said Deronda, gently* 
turning and offering her his arm again. She took 
it silently, and in that way they came in sight of 
Grandcourt, who was walking slowly near their 
former place. Gwendolen went up to him and said, 
“ I am ready to go now. Mr Deronda will excuse 
us to ToAy Mallinger.” 
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“Certainly,” said Derondo. “Lord ahd Lady 
Pentreath disappeared some time ago.” 

Grandcourt gave his arm in silent oomplianoe, 
nodding over his shoulder to Deronda, and Gwen- 
dolen too only half turned to bow and say, 
“ Thanks.” The husband and wife left tho gallery 
and paced th(‘ corridorB in silence. When the door 
had closi'd on them in the boudoir, Grandcourt 
threw himself into a chair and said, with under- 
toned peremptoriness, “Sit down.” She, already 
in tlie expectation of sometlntig unpleasant, had 
thrown off her burnous with iiervous unconscious- 
ness, and immediately obeyed. Turning his eyes 
towards her, ho began — 

“Oblige me in futui(‘ by not showing whims like 
a mad woman in a i)Uy.' 

“ What do you mean?” said Gwendolen. 

“I suppose there is souk* undi i standing between 
you and Deronda about that llung you have on 
your wrist. If you have anything to say to him, 
say it. But don’t cuiTy on a telegraphing which 
other people aie supposed iU)( to see.. It’s dam 
nably vulgar.” 

“You can know all about the necklace,” said 
Gwendolen, her angiy piide resisLing the night- 
mare of fear. 

“ I don’t want to know. Keep to yourself what- 
ever you like.” Grandcourt paused between each 
sentence, and in each his speech seemed to become 
more preteniaturally distinct in its inward tones. 
“ What I care to know, I shall know without your 
telling me. Only you will please to behave as 
▼OL. IL ^ * 
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becomes my wife. And not make a speotaole of 
yoursel£” 

“ Do you object to my talking to Mr Deronda ? ” 

“I don’t care two straws about Deronda, or any 
other conceited liauger-on. You may talk to him 
as much as you like. Ho is not going to take my 
place. You are my wife. And you will eitlier fill 
your place properly — to the world and to me — or 
you will go to the devil.” 

“ I never intended anything but to fill my place 
properly,” said Gwendolen, with bitterest mortifica- 
tion in her soul. 

**You put that tiling on your wrist, and hid it 
from me till you wanted liini to see it. Only fools 
go into that deaf and dumb talk, and think they’re 
secret. You will understand that you are not to 
compromise yourself. Behave with dignity. That’s 
all I have to say.” 

With that last word Grandcourt rose, turned his 
back to the fire and lookbd down fin her. She was 
mute. There was no reproach that she dared to 
fling at him m return for these insulting admoni- 
tions, and the very reason sin* felt them to be in- 
sulting was that their purport went with the most 
absolute dictate of Ikt pride. What she would least 
like to incur was the making a fool of herself and 
being compromised. It was futile and irrelevant to 
try and explain that Deronda too had only been a 
monitor — the strongest of all monitors. Grandcourt 
was contemptuous, not jealous ; contemptuously cer- 
tain o£ all the subjection he cared for. Why could 
she not rebel, and defy him ? She longed to do it. 
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But Bho might as well have tried to defy the texture 
of her nerves and the palpitation of her heart. Her 
husband liad a ghostly army at his back, that could 
close round her wherever she might turn. She sat 
in her splendid attire, like a white image of help- 
lessness, and he seemed to gratify himself with 
looking at her. Slio could not even make a pas- 
sionate exclamation, or throw up her arms, as she 
would have done in her maiden days. The sense 
of his Room kept her still. 

“ Shall I ring?” he said, after what seemed to her 
a long while. She moved her head m assent, and 
after ringing he wont to his dressing-room. 

Certain words were gnawing within her. “The 
wrong you have done me will be your own curse.” 
As he closed the door, the bitter tears rose, and the 
gnawing words provoked an answer : “ Why did you 
put your fangs into ino and not into him ? ” It was 
uttered in a whisper, as the teais came up silent- 
ly. But immediately she pressed lu*r handkerchief 
against her eyes, and chocked her tendency to sob. 

The next day, recovered from the shuddering fit 
of this evening scene, she determined to use the 
charter which (jrandcourt had bcf)rnhilly given her, 
and to talk as much as she liked with Deronde ; but 
no opportunities ocjcurred, and any little devices she 
could imagine for creating them were rejected by 
her pride, which was now doubly active. Not to- 
wards Deronda himself — she was curiously free from 
alarm lest he should think her openness wanting in 
dignity ; it was part of his power over her th^ she 
believed him free from all misunderstanding as to 
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the way in which she appealed to him; or rather, 
that he should misunderstand her had never entered 
into her mind. But the last morning came, and 
still she had never been able to take up the dropped 
thread of their talk, and she was without devices. 
She and Grandcourt were to leave at three o'clock. 
It was too irritating tliat after a walk in the grounds 
had been plaimed iii Deronda's liearing, he did not 
present himself to join in it. Grandcourt was gone 
with Sir Hugo to King’s Topping, to see the old 
manor-house ; others of the gentlemen were shoot- 
ing ; she was condemned to go and see tlie decoy 
and the water -fowl, and everything else that she 
least wanted to see, with the ladies, with old Lord 
Pentreath and his anecdotes, with Mr Vandernoodt 
and his admiring manners. The imtation became 
too strong for her : without jiremcditation, she took 
advantage of the winding load to linger a little out 
of sight, and then set off back to tlie house, almost 
running when she was safe from obseivation. She 
entered by a side dooi, and the library was on her 
left hand ; Demnda, she kiH*w, was often there ; why 
might she not turn in there as well as into any other 
room in the house ? 81 k* liad been taken there ex- 

pressly to see the illuminated family tree, and other 
remarkable things -what more natural than that she 
should like to look in again ? The thing most to be 
feared was that the room would be empty of Doronda, 
for the door was ajar. She jiushed it gently, and 
looked round it. He was there, writing busily at a dis- 
tant fable, with his back towards the door (in fSetet, Sir 
Hugo had asked him to answer some constituents’ 
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letters which had becool^ pressing). An enormous 
log -fere, with the scent of russia from the books, 
made the great room as warmly odorous as a private 
chapel in which the censers have been swinging. It 
seemed too daring to go in — too rude to speak and 
interrupt him ; yet she went in on the noiseless car- 
pet, and stood still for two or three minutes, till 
Deronda, having finisln'd a letter, pushed it aside 
for signature, and thr('w hiniBelf back to consider 
whether there were anything else for him to do, 
or whether ho could walk oui for the dianco of 
meeting the party which ni(lndod Owj^ndolcn, when 
he heard her voice saying, *‘Mr Deronda." 

It was certainly startling. He rose hastily, turned 
round, and jmshed away his di.ui with a strong ex- 
pression of surprise. 

“ Am I wrong to come in V” s iid fTwendolcn. 

‘•I thought you w'ori' far en your walk,’^ said 
Deronda. 

“ T turned back,” said OwTiidolen. 

Do you not intend to go out again ? I could 
join you iio\v, if \on would allow luc.” 

“No; I want to say something, and 1 can’t stay 
long,” said (iw^uidolen, sjieaking quickly in a sub- 
dued tone, while she walked forward and rested her 
arms and muff on tlu* back of tho chair he liad 
pushed away from him. “ I want to tell you that 
it is really so — I can’t help feeling remorse for hav- 
ing injured otliers. That was wliat I meant when 
I said that I had done worse than gamble again and 
pawn the necklace again — something more injurious, 
us you called it. And I can’t alter it. 1 ato pun- 
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ished, but 1 oan’t alter it. You said I could do many 
things. Toll me again. What should you do — 
what should you feel, if you were in my place ? 

The hurried directness with which she spoke — the 
absence of all her little airs, as if she were only con- 
cerned to use the time in getting an answer that would 
guide her, made her appeal unspeakably touching. 

Deronda said, — “ I should feel sornetliing of what 
you feel — deep sorrow.” 

“ But what would you try to do ? ” said Gwendolen, 
with urgent quickness. 

“ Order my life so as to make any possible amends, 
and keep away from doing any sort of injury again,” 
said Deronda, catching lier sense that the time for 
speech was brief. 

“But T Ccan’t— -I can’t; 1 must go on,” said Gwen- 
dolen, in a passionate loud whisper. “ I liavo tlirust 
out others — -I have made niy gain out of their loss 
— tried to make it — tried. And 1 must go on. I 
can’t alter it.” 

It was impossible to answer this instantaneously. 
Her words had confirmed liis conjecture, and the 
situation of all concerned rose in swift images be- 
fore him. His feeling for those who had been 
“ thrust out ” sanctioned her remorse ; he could not 
try to nullify it, yet his heart was full of pity for 
her. But as soon as he could he answered — taking 
up her last words — 

“ That is the bitterest of all — to wear the yoke of 
our own wrong-doing. But if you submitted to that, 
as men submit to maiming or a lifelong incurable 
disease ? — and made the unalterable wrong a reason 



BOOK V. — MOKDEOAI. 


ibr inoro effort towards a good that may do some- 
thing to counterbalance the evil? One who has 
committed irremediable errors may be scourged by 
that oonsciousnesB into a liigher course than is 
common. The^ are many examples. Feeling 
what it is to have spoiled one life may well make 
us long* to save other lives from being spoiled.” 

“ But you have not wronged any one, or spoiled 
their lives,” said Gwendolen, hastily. <‘It is only 
others who have wronged you.” 

Deronda coloured slightl}^, but said intmcdiately 
— “ I suppose our keen feeling for ourselves might 
end in giving us a ke(‘n feeling for others, if, when 
we are suffering acutely, we were 1o consider that 
others go through the same sharj) < xperionce. That 
is a sort of rornorse before commission. Can’t you 
understand that ? ” 

“I think I do- now,” said Gwendolen. “But 
you were right — I am selfish. 1 have never thought 
much of any one’s feelings, excojit my mother’s. I 
have not been fond of people.— But what can I do?” 
she went on, more quickly. “ I must get up in the 
morning and do what every one else does. It is all 
like a dance set beforehand. I seem to see all that 
can be — and I am tired aiul sick of it. And the 
world is all confusion to me” — she made r gesture 
of disgust. “ You say I am ignorant. But what is 
tlie good of trying to know more, unless life were 
worth more ? ” 

“This good,” said Deronda, promptly, with a 
touch of indignant severity, which he was inclined 
to encourage as his own safeguard ^ “ lift would 
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be Werth'niove to you : some real knowledge would 

give you on interest in the world beyond the small 
drama of personal desires. It is the curse of your 
life— forgive me — of so many lives, that all passion 
is spent in that narrow round, for want of ideas 
and sympathies to make a larger home for it. Is 
there any single oocupation of mind that you care 
about with passionate delight or even independent 
interest ? ” 

Deronda paused, but Gwendolen, looking startled 
and thrilled as by an elect rio shock, said nothing, 
and he went on more insistently — 

“ I take what you said of music for a small exam- 
ple — it answers for all larger things — you will* not 
cultivate it for the sake of a private joy in it. What 
sort of earth or heaven would hold any spiritual 
wealth in it for souls pauperised by inaction ? If 
one firmament has no stimulus for our attention and 
awe, I don’t see how four would have it We should 
stamp every possible world with the flatness of our 
own inanity — which is necessarily impious, without 
faith or fellowship, 'l^ho refuge you are needing 
from personal trouble is the higher, the religious 
life, which holds an enthusiasm for something more 
than oiir own appetites and vanities. The few may 
find themselves in it simply by an elevation of 
feeling ; but for us who have to struggle for our 
wisdom, the higher life must be a region in which 
the affections are clad with knowledge.” 

The half-indignant remonstrance that vibrated in 
Deronda’s voice came, as often happens, from the 
habit of inward argument with himself rather than 
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from severity towards Gwendolen; but it had a 
more beneficent effect on her than any soothinga. 
Nothing is feebler than the indolent rebellion of 
complaint ; and to be roused into self-judgment is 
comparative activity. For the moment she felt like 
a shaken child — shaken out of its wailings into awe, 
and she said humbly — 

“ I will try. I will think.” 

They both stood silent for a minute, as if some 
third presence had arrested them, — lor Deronda, 
too, was under tliat sense of pressure wliich is apt 
to come when our own winged words iseem to 
be hovering around us, — till Gwendolen began 
again — 

**You said affection was tlie best thing, and I 
have hardly any — none about me. If 1 could, I 
would have mamma ; but that is impossible* 
Things have changed to me so — in such a short 
time. What I used not to like, I long for now. I 
think 1 am almost getting fond of the old things 
now they are gone.” Her hp trembled. 

“ Take the present suffering as a painful letting 
in of light,” said Deronda, more gently, “ You are 
conscious of more beyond the lound of your own in- 
clinations — you know more of the way in whieh >om 
life presses on others, and their life on youis. I 
don’t think you could have escaped the painful pro- 
cess in some form or other.” 

^‘But it is a very nuel form,” said Gwendolen, 
beating her foot on the ground with returning agiti|r 
tion. “ I am frightened at everything. 1 am^ fright- 
ened at myself. When iny blood is fired I can do 



.DANIXL DKROKDA. 


darmg things— ‘take any leap ; bat that makes me 
frightened at She was looking at nothing 

outside her ; but her eyes wer^ directed toward the 
window, away from Deronda, who, with quick com- 
prehension, said — • 

“Tom your fear into a safeguard. Keep your 
dread fixed on the idea of increasing that remorse 
which is so bitter to you. Fixed meditation may do 
a great deal towards defining our longing or dread. 
We are not always in a state of strong emotion, and 
when we are calm we can use our memories and 
gradually change the bias of our fear, as we do our 
tastes. Take your fear as a safeguard. It is like 
quickness of hearing. It may make consequences 
passionately present to you. Try to take hold of 
your sensibility, and use it as if it were a faculty, 
like vision.” Deronda uttered each sentence more 
urgently ; he felt us if ho were seizing a faint chance 
of rescuing her from some indefinite danger. 

“ Yes, I know ; T understand what you mean,” 
said Gwendolen, in hoi loud whisper, not turning 
her eyes, but lifting up her small gloved hand and 
waving it in deprecation of tlie notion that it was 
easy to obey that advice. “ Ihit if feelings rose 
— there are some feelings — hatred and anger — how 
can I be good when they keep rising? And ifi 
there came a mouient when I felt stifled and could 

bear it no longer ” She broke off, and with 

agitated lips looked at Ueronda, but the expression 
on his face pierced her with an entirely new feeling. 
He was under the baffling difficulty of discerning, 
that what he had boon urging on her was thrown 
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iBta the pallid distanoe of meje thought bofore the 
outburst of her habitual emotion. It was as if 
ho saw her drownillg while his limbs were bound. 
The pained oompassion which was spread over his 
features as he watched her, affected her with a 
ootnpunotion unlike any she had felt before, and 
in a changed imploring tone she said — 

“ I am grieving you. I am ungrateful 'Sbu can 
help me. I will think of everything. * I will tiy. 
TeU me — it will not be a pain to you that I have 
dared to speak of my trouble to you? You be^n 
it, you know, when you rebuked uh*.” Tliere was 
a melancholy smile on her lips as she said that, 
but she added more entroatingly, “ It wiU not be 
a pain to you?*’ 

“Not if it does anything to save you from an 
evil to come,” said Deronda, with stiong emphasis ; 
“ otherwise, it will be a lasting pain.” 

“No — no — it shall not be. It may be — it shall 
be better with me because 1 have known you.” 
She tunied immediately, .md quitted the room. 

Wlien she was on the fiist landing of the staii- 
case. Sir Hugo ])assed aeross the hall on his way 
to the library, and saw her. CTiaiidcourt was not 
with him. 

Deronda, when tlie baronet entered, was standing 
in his ordinary attitude, grasping his coat -collar, 
with his back to the tabh', and with that indefin- 
able expression by which we judge that a man is 
still in the shadow of a scene which he has j'ust 
gone tlirough. He moved, however, and began 
to arrange the letterb. 
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^^Has Mi*b Grandcourt been in here?’’ said Sir 
Hugo. 

yes, she has.’’ 

“ Where are the others ? ” 

“ I believe she left them somewhere in the 
grounds.” 

After a moment’s silenoe, in which Sir Hugo 
looked at a letter without reading it, he said, “I 
hope you are not pla3dng with fire, Dan — you 
understand me?” 

“ I believe I do, sir,” said Doronda, after a slight 
hesitation, which had some repressed anger in it. 
“ But there is nothing answering to your metaphor 
— no fire, and therefore no chance of scorching.” 

Sir Hugo looked searchingly at him, and then 
said, So much the bettor. For between ourselves, 
T fancy there may bo some hidden gunpowder 
lu that establishment.” 
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Aspern. 

Fronsberg 


Atpem 


Fronsberg. 


FardoQ, my lord— I speak foi BiKimnund. 

For him ? Oh, ay — lot him I ulways hold 
A pardon safo in hank, huh he will draw , 
Sooner or later on me. Wlmt his nt ed ? 

Hod project broken? flue mei hann wings 
That would not fly? durance, assault on watch, 

Dill for Eiiemay, not a crust to eat ? 

Oh, none of tlieac, niy lord , he has escaped 
From Circe’s herd, and seeks to win tlu love 
Of your fair word Cecilia but would win 
First your consent You fl-owu. 

Distinguish words. 
1 said I held a pardon, not consent. 


In spite of Deronda’s reasons for wishing to be in 
town again — reasons m whicli his anxiety for, 
Mirah was blent with curiosity to know more of 
the eriigiiiatic Mordecai— he did not nianage to go 
up before Sir Hugo, who ])ie(*i‘tled liis family that 
ho might be ready for the ojieiiing of Pailiament 
on the 6th of February. Peronda took up his 
quarters in Park Lane, awaio that his chambers 
were sufficiently tenanted by Hans Meyrick. This 
was what he expected ; but he found other things 
not altogether according to his expectations. 

Most of us remember Retzsoh’s drawing of destiny 
in the shape of Mephistopheles playing at chess 
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with man 'for his soul, a game, in whioh wo may 
imagine the clever adversary yaking a feint of 
unintended moves so as to set the beguiled mortal 
on carrying his defensive pieces away from the 
true point of attack. The Hend makes preparation 
his favourite object of mockery, that he may fatally 
persuade uh against our best safeguard : he even 
meddles so far as to suggest our taking out water- 
proofs when he is well aware the sty is going to 
clear, foreseeing that the imbecile will turn this 
delusion into a prejudice against waterproofs instead 
of giving a closer study to the weather-signs. It 
is a peculiar teat of a man’s metal when, after he 
has painfully adjusted himself to what seems a wise 
provision, he finds all his mental precaution a little 
beside the mark, and his excellent intentions no 
better than misoalculated dovetails, accurately out 
from a wrong starting-point. His magnanimity has 
got itself ready to meet misbehaviour, and finds 
quite a different call upon it. Something of this 
kind happened to Deronda. 

His first iraproHRion was one of pure pleasure 
and amuRemoiit at finding his sitting-room trans- 
foriruMl into an atelier strewed with miscellaneous 
drawings and with the contents of two chests from 
Rome, the lower half of the windows darkened with 
baize, and the blond Hans in his weird youth as 
the presiding genius of the littered place — his hair 
longer than of old, his lace more whimsically creased, 
and his high voice as usual getting higher under 
the excitement of rapid talk. The friendship of the 
two had been kept up warmly since the memorable 
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Cambridge time, not only by oorreapondence but 
by little episodes of ^companionship abroad and in 
Sngland, and the original relation of oonfidepeei 
on one side and indulgence on the other had been 
developed in praolioe, as is wont to bo the oase 
where such spiritual borrowing and lending bar 
been well begun. 

“ I knew you would like to see my casts and 
antiquities," said Hans, after the first hearty greet- 
ings and inquiries, “ so 1 didn't scruple to unlade 
my chests here. But I’ve found two rooms at 
Chelsea not many hundred yards from my mother 
and sisters, and I shall soon be Ksidy to hang out 
there — when they’ve scraped tlui walls and put in 
some new lights. That’s all I’m waiting for. But 
you see I don’t wait to begin woik : you can’t con- 
ceive what a great fellow I’m going to be. The 
seed of immortality has sprouted within me.” 

“ Only a fungoid growfii, I daresay — a crowing 
disease in the lungs,” said Ueroiida, accustomed to 
treat Hans in bioHieily laslnon. Tie was walking 
towards some diawings propped on the ledge ot 
his bookcases; fi\o rnjmlly- sketched heads — dif- 
ferent aspects of th<‘ same face. He stood al a C( n- 
veuient distance fiom them, witliout making any 
remark. Hans, too, was silent foi a luiiiuti', took 
up his palette and began toudiing the picture on 
his easel. 

“ What do you think of them ? ” he said at last. 

“ The full face looks too massive ; otherwise the 
likenesses are good,” said Heron da, more , coldly 
than was usual with him. 
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^ No, it ii not too maaeive,^ said Hans, decisively. 

1 have noted that. There u always a little snr- 
prii^e when one passes hi'om tne profile to the fiill 
face. But I shall enlarge her scale for Berenice. 1 
am making a Berenice series — look at the sketches 
along there — and now I think of it, you are just the 
model I want for the Agrippa.” Hans, still with 
pencil and palette in hand, had moved to Beronda’s 
side while he said this, but he added hastily, as if 
conscious of a mistake, “ No, no, I forgot ; you 
don’t like sitting foi your portrait, confound youl 
However, I’ve picked up a capital Titus. There 
are to bo five in the series. The first is Berenice 
clasping the knees of Gessius Florus and beseech- 
ing him to spare her people ; I’ve got that on the 
easel. Then this, where she is standing on the 
Xystus with Agiippa, entreating the people not to 
injure themselves by resistance.” 

“ Agrippa’s legs will never do,” said Deronda. 

“ The legs are good realistically,” said Hans, 
his face creasing (holly; “public iium iIh* often 
shaky about the legs — ‘ Then legs, the emblem of 
their various thought,’ as somebody says m the 
‘ Kehearsal.’ ” 

“ But these are as impossible as the legs of Ra- 
phfiel’s Alcibiades,” said Beioiida. 

“Then they aio good ideally,” said Hans. “Agrip- 
pa’s legs were possibly bad; I ulealiso ,that and 
make them impossibly bad. Art, my Eugenius, must 
intensify. But never mind the legs now : the third 
sketch ^in the series is Berenice exulting in the pros- 
pect of being Empress of Rome, when the nows has 
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oome tliat YespasiaQ is declared Emperor and h%t 
lover Titns his suooessor.*’ 

• " You must put a ecroU in her mouth, else pec^le 
will not understand that. You can’t tell that in a 
picture.” 

** It will make them feel their ignorance then— 
an excellent spsthetic effect. The fourth is, Titus 
sending Berenice away from Rome after she has 
shared his palace for ten years — both reluctant, 
both sad — invitus invitam, as Suetonius hath it. 
I’ve found a model for tlio Roman brute.” 

“ Shall you make Berenice look fifty V Shb must 
have been that” 

“ No, no ; a few mature touches to show the lapse 
of time. Dark-oyed beauty wt'ars well, hers partic- 
ularly, But now, liero is the fifrli ; B(»roiiice seated 
lonely on the ruins of Jerusalem. That is pure 
imagination. That is what ought to have been — 
perhaps was. Now, see how T tell a pathetic neg- 
ative. Nobody know*' what became of her : — that 
is finely indicated b> ihe Hcnes coming to a close. 
There is no sixth pictiiic.’' Here Hans jiictended 
to speak witli a gasping sense of bnbl unity, and 
drew back his head uith a fiown, as if looking for 
a like impression on Dcoonda. T bi(‘ak off m the 
Homeric style. The story is chipped off, so to 
speak, and passes with a ragged edge into nothing 
— Zc nvant ; can anything be more sublime, espe- 
cially in French ? Tlie vulgar would desire to see 
her corpse and burial — perhaps her will read and 
her linen distributed. But now come and look at 
this on ihe easeL I have mode some way there,” 
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" That bmeohmg attitade is really good,** said 
Deronda) after a moment’s oontemplation. “Ton 
have been very industrioTiB in the Christmas holi- 
days ; for I suppose you have taken up the subject 
since you came to London.” Neither of them had 
yet mentioned Mirab. 

“No,” said Hans, putting touches to his pioture, 
“ I made up my mind to the subject before. I take 
that lucky chance for an augury that I am going 
to burst on the world as a great painter. I saw a 
splendid woman in the Trastovere — the grandest 
women there are half Jewesses — and she sot me 
hunting for a fine situation of a Jewess at Rome. 
Like other men of vast learning, I ended by taking 
what lay on the surface. I’ll show you a sketch 
of the Trasteverina’s head when 1 can lay my hands 
on it.” 

“ I should think she would be a more suitable 
model for Berenice,” said Deronda, not knowing 
exactly how to express his discontent. 

“Not a bit of it. The model ouglit to be the 
most beautiful Jewess in the world, and I have 
found her.” 

“Have you made yourself sure that she would 
like to figure in that character V I should think no 
woman would be more abhorrent to her. Does she* 
quite know what you are doing ? ” 

“ Certainly. I got her to throw herself precisely 
into this attitude. Little mother sat for Gessius 
Florus, and Mirah clasped her knees.” — Here Hans 
wont a little way off and looked at the effect of his 
toublies. 
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dai^iBay she knows nothing about Berenioa’i 
laifltoiy/' said Deronda, feeling more indignation than 
h» would have been able to justify. 

“ Oh yes, she does — ladies’ edition. Berenice 
was a fervid patriot, but was beguiled by love and 
ambition into attaching herself to the aroh- enemy 
of her people. Whence the Nemesis. Mirah takes 
it as a tragic parable, and ones to think what the 
penitent Berenice suffered as she wandered back to 
Jerusalem and sat desolate amidst desolation. That 
was her own phrase. I couldn’t find in my heart to 
teU her I invented that part of the story.” 

“ Show me your Trasteverina,” said Deronda, 
chiefly in order to hinder himself from saying some* 
thing else. 

“Shall you mind turning over that folio?” said 
Hans. “ My studies of heads are all there. But 
they are in confusion. You will perhaps find her 
next to a crop-eared undergraduate.” 

After Deronda had been turning over the drawings 
a minute or two, he said — 

“ These seem to be all Cambridge heads and bits 
of country. Perhaps 1 had better begin at the other 
end.” 

“ No ; you’ll find her about the middle. I emptied 
one folio into anothei.” 

“ Is this one of your undergraduates ? ” said De- 
ronda, holding up a drawing. “ It’s an unusually 
ag^eable face.” 

“That? Oh, that’s a man named Gascoigne — 
Bex ;GaBOoigne. An uncommonly good fellow ; his 
\ipper lip, too, is good. I coached him before he got 
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his Boholarship, He cmglit to have taken honours 
last Easter. But he was ill, and has had to stay 
up another year. I must look him up. 1 want 
to know how he’s going on.” 

^*Here she is, 1 suppose,” said Deronda, holding 
up a sketch of the Trasteverina. 

^*Ah,” said Hans, looking at it rather contemp- 
tuously, ‘^too coarse. I was unregenerate then.” 

Deronda was silent while he closed the foUo, leav- 
ing the Trasteverina outside. Then grasping his 
coatoollar, and turning towards Hans, he said, ‘‘1 
daresay my scruples are excessive, Meyrick, but 
I must ask you to oblige me by giving up this 
notion.” 

Hans threw himself into a tragic attitude, and 
screamed, “ What ! my series — my immortal Bere- 
nice series? Think of what you are saying, man 
— destroying, as Milton says, not a life but an im- 
mortality. Wait before you answer, that I may 
deposit the implements of my art and be ready to 
uproot my hair.” 

Here Hans laid down his pencil and palette, threw 
himself backward into a great chair, and hanging 
limply over the side, shook his long hair half over 
his face, lifted his 1 looked fingers on each side hie 
head, and looked up with comic terror at Deronda, 
who was obliged to smile as he said — 

“ Paint as many Berenices as you like, but I wish 
you could feel with me — perhaps you will, on reflec- 
tion — that you should choose another modeL” 

“Why?” said Hans, standing up, and looking 
serious again. 
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sho iiuby into suoh a position 
her &oe is likely to be recognised. Mrs Meyriok 
and I are anxious for her that she should be known 
as an admirable singer. It is right, and she wishes 
itj that she should make herself independent. And 
she has excellent chances. One good introduction 
is secured already. And I am going to speak to 
Klesmer. Her face may come to be very well known, 
and — well, it is useless to attempt to explain, unless 
you feel as I do. I believe that if Mirah saw thaj^ 
circumstances clearly, she would strongly object to^ 
being exhibited in this way — to allowing hefitself to 
be used as a model for a heroine of tins sort.” 

Aa Hans stood with his thumbs in the belt of his 
blouse listening to this spoecii, liis face showed a 
growing surprise melting into amusement, that at 
last would have its way m an explosive laugh : but 
seeing that Deronda looked gravely offended, he 
checked himself to say, Excuse my laughing, De- 
ronda. You never gave me an advantage over 
you before. If it had been about anything but my 
own pictures, I should have swallowed every word 
because you said it. And so you actually believe 
that I should get my five pictures hung on the line 
in a conspicuous position, and caiefiilly studied by 
the puTblic? Zounds, luanl cider -cup and conceit 
never gave me half such a beautiful dream. My 
pictures are likely to remain as private as the 
utmost hypersensitivenoBB could desire.” 

Hans turned to paint again as a way of filling 
ap awkward pauses. Deronda stood perfectly still, 
recognising his mistake as to publicity, but also 
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pbOBoimis that his rejmgiiatioe was nbt mbch dimln^ 
He was the reverse of satisfied either with 
himself or with Hans ; but the power of being quiet 
oarries a man well through moments of embarrass- 
ment. Hans had a reverence for his fiiend which 
made him feel a sort of shyness at Deronda*s being 
in the wrong ; but it was not in his nature to give 
up anything readily, though it were only a whim — 
or rather, especially if it were a whim, and he pres- 
jlJently went on, painting the while — 

** But even supposing I had a public rushing after 
my pictures as if they were a railway series includ- 
ing nurses, babies, and bonnet -boxes, I can’t see 
Shy^Justice in your objection. Every painter worth 
reiliembering has painted the face he admired mbst| 
iis often as he could. It is a part of his soul*' that 
goes out into his pictures. He difiuses Its influence 
in that way. He puts what he hates into a carica- 
ture. He puts what ho adores into some sacred, 
heroic form. If a man could paint the woman he 
loves a thousand times as the Stella Maris to put 
courage into the sailors on board a thousand sliips, 
so much the more honour to her. Isn’t that better 
than painting a piece of staring immodesty and call- 
ing it by a worsliipful name ? ” 

“ Every objection can be answered if you take 
broad ground enough, Hans : no special question 
of conduct can be properly settled in that way,” 
said Deronda, witli a touch of peremptoriness. 
“ I might admit all your generalities, and yet be 
right jn saying you ought not to publish Mirah’s 
face aS a model for Berenice. But I give up the 
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qtiestioti of publioitj. 1 was unreaBonable therat*' 
Deronda hedtated a moment. even ae a 

private affair, there might l>e good 'reaeons for 
your not indulging yourself too much in painting 
her from the point of view you mention. You 
must feel that her situation at present is a very 
delicate one ] and until she is in more indepen- 
dence, she should be kept as oarofully as a bit of 
Venetian glass, for foar of shaking her out of the 
safe place she is lodged in. Aie you quite sura 
of your own discretion? Excuse mo, Hans. 
having found her binds me to watcli over heh Do 
you understand mo ? ” 

“Perfectly,” said Hans, tuniing his face into a 
good-humoured smile. “ Yon have the very justi- 
6able opinion of me that I am likely to shatter all 
the glass in my way, ami break my own skull into 
the bargain. Quite fair. Since 1 got into the 
scrape of being bom, everything I have liked best 
has been a scrape either for myself or somebody 
else. Everything I have taken to heartily has 
somehow turned into a scrape. My painting is 
the last scrape ; and I shall he all my life getting 
out of it. You think now 1 shall get into a scrape 
at home. No ; I am regenerate. You think I must 
be over head and ears in love with Mirah. Quite 
right ; so I am. But you think I shall scream and 
plunge and spoil everything. There you are mis- 
taken — excusably, but transcendently mistaken. I 
have undergone baptism by immersion. Awo takes 
care of me. Ask the little mother.” ^ 

“ You don’t reckon a hopeless love among your 
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sorapes, then?’’ eaid Deronda, whose voice seemed 
to get deeper as Hans’s went higher. 

I don’t mean to call mine hopeless/’ said Hans, 
with provoking coolness, laying down his tools, 
thrusting his thumbs into bis belt, and moving 
away a little, as if to contemplate his picture more 
deliberately. 

“ My dear fellow, you are only preparing misery 
for yourself,” said Deronda, decisivelyi “ She would 
jpot many a Christian, even if she loved him. Have 
you heard her — ot course you have — heard her speak 
of her people and her religion ? ” 

That can’t last,” said Hans. “ She will see no 
Jew who is tolerable. Every male of that race is 
insupportable, — * insupport ibly advancing ’ — his 
nose.” 

*^She may rejoin her family. That is what she 
longs for. Her mother and brother are probably 
Stnct Jews.” 

ni turn proselyte if she wishes it,” said Hans, 
with a shrug and a laugh. 

“ Don’t talk nonsense, Hans. 1 tliought you pro- 
fessed a serious lo\e foi hei,*’ said Deionda, getting 
heated. 

“ So I do. You think it desperate, but I don’t.” 
know notliing*, 1 ean’t tell what has hap 
pened. We must be prepared for suq'rises. But 
I can baldly imagine a gieater surpnse to me 
than that theri should ha\e seemed to be any- 
thing in Mirah’s sentiments for you to found a 
romantic hope on.” Deionda felt tliat ho was too 
contemptuous. 
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< ^ foimd my romftntio hopes on a 
tenthnentfi/’ said Hans^ perversely inclined to^ to 
tiie^meiiner when he was addressed with gravity* 

I go to Boienoe and philosophy for my roman<|B, 
Nature designed Mirah to fall in love with me. 
The amalgamation of races demands it — the miti- 
gation of human ugliness demands it — the affinity 
of contrasts assures it. I am the utmost contrast 
to Mirah — a bleached Christian, who can’t sing tii^ 
notes in tune. Wlio has a chance against me?’* 

** I see now ; it was all persiflage. You don*^ 
mean a word of what you say, Meyrick,*” said 
Deronda, laying his hand on Meyrick’s shoulder, 
and speaking in a tone of cordial relief. ** I was 
a wiseacre to answer you seriously.” 

**Upon my honour 1 do moan it, though,” said 
liana, feeing round and laying his left hand on 
Deronda’s shoulder, so that th(‘ir eyes fronted each 
other closely. I am at the confessional. I meant 
to tell you as soon as you came. My mother says 
you are Mirah’ s gpiardian, and she thinks herself 
responsible to you for every breath that falls on 
Mirah in her house. Well, I love her — I worship 
her — I won’t despair — I moan to deserve her.” 

** My dear fellow, you can’t do it,” said Deronda, 
quickly. 

“ I should have said, 1 mean to try.” 

“ You can't keep your resolve, Hans. Yon used 
to resolve what you would do for your mother and 
sisters.” 

‘‘You have a right to reproach me, old fellow,” 
said Hans, gently. 
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. Perhaps I am ungenerous/’ said Deronda^ not 
l^ogQtioally, however. ^^Tet it can’t be ungen- 
erous to warn you that you are indulging mad, 
(^ixotio expectations.” 

“ Who will be hurt but myself, then?” said Hans, 
putting out his lip. I am not going to say any- 
thing to her, unless I felt sure of the answer. I 
dare not ask the oracles : I prefer a cheerful caligi- 
josity, as Sir Thomas Browne might say. I would 
rather run my chance there and lose, than be sure 
of winning anywhere else. And I don’t mean to 
swallow the poison of despair, though you are dis- 
posed to thrust it on me. I am giving up wine, so 
Let me get a little drunk on hope and vanity.” 

With all my heart, if it will do you any good,” 
said Deronda, loosing Hans’s shoulder, with a little 
push. He made his tone kindly, but his words were 
horn the lip only. As to his real feeling he was 
silenced. 

He was oonscious of that peculiar irritation which 
will sometimes hcfill the man whom others are in- 
clined to trust as a mentor — the in itation of perceiv- 
ing that he is supposed to be entirely off the same 
plane of desire and temptation as those who confess 
to him. Our guides, wo pretond, must be sinless : 
as if those were not often the best teachers who^ 
only yesterday got corrected for their mistakes. 
Throughout their friendship Deronda had been 
used to Hans’s egotism, but he had never before 
felt intolerant of it: when Hans, habitually pour- 
ing out his own feelings and affairs, had never cared 
for ady detail in return, and, if he ohanoed to know 
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imy, had Boon forgotten it. Deronda had been in- 
wardly as well as outwardly indulgent— nay, 
fied. But now he noted with some indignatioiif all 
the stronger because it must not be betrayed, Hans's 
evident aBSumption that for any danger of rivalry or 
jealousy in relation to Mirah, Deronda was as much 
out of the question as the angel GabrioL It is one 
thing to be resolute in placing one's self out of the 
question, and another to endure that others shoulj 
perform that exclusion for us. He had ex 
that Hans would give him trouble : wliat he 
not expected was that the trouble woulll have a 
strong element of personal feeling. And he was 
rather ashamed that Hans's hopes caused him un- 
easiness in spite of his well -warranted conviction 
that they would never be fulfilled. They had 
raised an image of Mirali changing ; and however 
he might protest that the change would not happen, 
the protest kept up the unpleasant image. Alto- 
gether, poor Hans seemed to be entering into De- 
ronda's experience in a disproportionate manner — 
going beyond his part of rescued prodigal, and 
rousing a feeling quite distinct from compassion- 
ate affection. 

When Deronda went to Chelsea he was not made 
as comfortable as he ought to have been by Mrs 
Meyriok's evident release from anxiety about the 
beloved but incalculable son. Mirah seemed live- 
lier than before, and for the first time he saw her 
laugh. It was when they were talking of Hans, 
he being naturally the mother's first topic. ^ Mirah 
wished to know if Deronda had seen Mr Hans going 
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passes from one figure to another as if ho 
were a hit of flame where you fancied the figures 
without seeing them/’ said Mirah, full of her su1> 
jeot; '^lie is so wonderfully quick. I used never 
to like comic tilings on the stage — they were dwelt 
on too long ; but all in one minute Mr Hans makes 
^mself a blind bard, and then Eienzi addressing the 
Homans, and then an opero^ncer, and then a de- 
isponding young gentleman — I am sorry for them 
all, and yet I laugh, all in one ” — here Mirah gave 
a little laugh that might have entered into a song. 

** We hardl}^ thought that Mirah could laugh till 
Hans came,” said Mrs Meyrick, seeing that Deronda, 
4ike herself, was observing the pretty picture. 

Hans seems in groat force just now,” said De- 
ronda, in a tone of congratulation. “ I don’t wonder 
at his enlivening you.” 

** He’s been just perfect ever since ho came back,” 
said Mrs Meyrick, keeping to herself the next clause 
— ** if it will but last” 

“ It is a great happiness,” said Mirah, “ to see the 
son and brother come into this dear home. And 
1 hear them all talk about what tliey did together 
when they were little. That seems like heaven, to 
have a mother and brother who talk in that way. 
I have never had it” 

“Nor I,” said Deronda, involuntarily. 

“No?” said Mirah, regretfully. “I wish you 
had. I wish you had had every good.” The last 
words wore uttered with a serious ardour as if they 



MdilDadiu. 

had b^n {»art of a litan^r, while her eyes 
on Deronda, who with his elbow on the back of ll^ 
chair Was contemplating her by the new light of ttie 
impression she had made on Hansy and the possl^ 
bility of her being attracted by that extraordmary 
contrast. It was no more than what had happened 
on each former visit of his, that Mirah appeared 
to enjoy speaking of what she felt very much as a 
little girl iresh from school pours forth 8pontan|||| 
onsly all the long-repressed chat for which she hij^ 
found willing ears. For the first time in her lifis 
Mirah was among those whom she entirel^ ^ 
and her original visionary impression that 
was a divinely • sent messenger hung about his 
image still, stirring always anew the disposition to 
reliance and openness. It was in this way she 
took what might have been the injurious flattery 
of admiring attention into which her helpless de- 
pendence had been suddenly transformed: every 
one around her watched for her looks and woylsy 
and the effect on her was simply that of having 
passed from a stifling imprisonment into an exhil- 
arating air which made speech and action a delight. 
To her mind it was all a gift from others’ goodness. 
But that word of Dcronda’s implying that there had 
been some lack in his life which might be compared 
with anything she had known in hers, was an en- 
tirely new inlet of thought about him. After her 
first expression of sorrowful surprise she went on — 

“ But Mr Hans said yesterday that you thought 
BO much of others you hardly wanted anything for 
yourself. He told us a wonderful story of Bouddha 





to th« fiunished tigress to stft*d lieir 
and ner little ones from starving. And he said yon 
were like Bouddha. That is what we all imagine 
of yon.” 

Pray don*t imagine that,” said Deronda, who had 
lately been finding such suppositions rather exasper- 
ating. ** Even if it wore true that I thought so much 
of others, it would not follow that I had.no wants for 
Ipiyself. When Bouddha let tlie tigress eat him he 
might have been very hungry himsolf.” 

“ Perhaps if he was starved he would not mind so 
L about being eaten,” said Mab, shyly, 
lease don’t think that, Miih ; it takes away the 
beauty of the action,” said Mirah. 

“ But if it *were true, Mirah ? ” said the rational 
Amy, having a half-holiday from her teaching ; “you 
lAways take what is beautiful as if it were true.” 

“ So it is,” said Mirah, gently. “ If pedple have 
thought what is the moat beautiful and the best 
it must be true. It is always there.” 

“ Now, Mirah, what do you mean ? ” said Amy. 

“ I understand her,” said Deronda, coming to the 
rescue. “ It is a truth in thought though it may 
never have been carried out in action. It lives as 
an idea. Is that it?” He turned to Mirah, who 
was listening with a blind look in her lovely eyes. 

“It must be that, because you understand me, 
but I cannot quite explain,” said Mirah, rather 
abstractedly — still searching for some expression. 

“ But vm it beautiful for Bouddha to let the tiger 
oat hinv?” said jAiny, changing her ground. “It 
would be a bfwf^pattenL” 



BOOK^fA-MOKDEOAI. ttt 

“ The world would get full of fet tigere," mid Mttb. 

Deronda laughed, but defended the myth. ** It is 
like a passionate word,” he said ; “ the exaggeration 
is a flash of fervour. It is an extreme image of 
what is happening every day — the transmutation 
of self.” 

“I think I can say what I mean, now,” said 
Mirah, who had not heard the intermediate talk. 

“ When the best thing comes into our thoughts, 
is like what my mother has been to me. She has 
been just as really with mo as all the otho^ people 
about me — often more really with me.” 

Deronda, inwardly wincing under this illustration, 
which brought other possible realities about that 
mother vividly before him, presently turned the oon-^ 
vorsation by saying, “ But we must not got too 
away from practical matters. I came, for one thin 
to tell of an interview I had yesterday, which I hope * 
Mirah will find to have been useful to her. It was 
with Klesmer, the great pianist.” 

“Ah?” said Mrs Moyrick, with satisfaction. 
“You think he will help her?” 

“ I hope so. Ho is very much occupied, but httS 
promised to fix a time for receiving and hearing 

Miss Lapidoth, as wo must learn to call her ” 

here Deronda smiled at Mirah “ if she consents 

to go to him.” 

“ I shall be very gratefiil,” said Mirah, calmly. 
“He wants to hear me sing, before he can judge 
whether I ought to bo helped.” 

Deronda was struck with her plain sensfi about 
these matters of practical concern. 





will nlbt be at all IbiEying to yon, I botHi, U 
Ifint Meyriok will kindly go with yon to Kleamer's 
house,’* 

^^Oh no, not at all trying. I have been doing 
that all my life —I mean, told to do things timt 
others may judge of me. And I have gone through 
a bad trial of that sort. I am prepared to bear it, 
and do some very small thing. Is Klesmer a severe 
man?” 

“He is peculiar, but I have not had experience 
Enough of him to know whether he would be what 
you would call severe. I know he is kind-hearted 
— ^kind in action, if not in speech.” 

“I have been used to ho frowned at and not 
l^raised,” said Mirali. 

^ “ By the by, Klesmer frowns a good deal,” said 
Jleronda, “ but there is often a sort of smile in his 
all the while. Unhappily ho wears spectacles, 
SO you must catch him in tlie right light to see the 
smile.” 

“ I shall not bo frightened,” said Mirah. “ If he 
were like a roaiing lion, he only wants me to sing. 
I shall do what I can.” 

“ Then I feel sure you will not mind being invited 
to sing in Lady Mallmger’s drawing-room,” said 
Deronda. “She intends to ask you next month, 
and will invito many ladies to hear you, who are 
likely to want Icbboiib from you for their daughters.” 

“ How fast we are mounting I ” said Mrs Meyriok, 
with delight “ You never thought of getting grand 
so quiokly, Mirah.” 

“1 am a little frightened at being called Mias 
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Lopidoth,^ said MIrali, colouring with a Hew un^aiil' 
lijOee* Might I bo called Cohen?'* ^ * 

unde^etand you,” said l)eronda, prom^i!^* 
“ But, I assure you, you must not be called Cc^^. 
The name is inadmissible for a singer. Tliis is one 
of the trifles in which wo must conform to vulgai 
prejudice. We could choose some other name, how-* 
ever — such as singers ordinarily choose— an Italian 
Or Spanish name, which would suit your physique** 
To Deronda just now the name Cohon was equlV# 
alent to the ugliest of yellow badges. 

Mirah reflected a little, anxiously, then savl, “ Ko. 
If Cohen will not do, I wdl keep the name I havb 
been called by. I will not hide mysolf. 1 have 
friends to protect mo. And now if my father were 
veiy miserable and wanted help — no,” she saidi 
looking at Mrs Mcyrick, “ I should think then, that: 
he was perhaps crying as I used to see him, and 
had nobody to pity him, and I had hidden myself 
from him. He had none belonging to him but me. 
Others that made friends with him always left him.” 

“Keep to what you foci right, my dear child,” 
said Mrs Meyrick, “ I would not persuade you to 
the contrary.” For her own part she had no patience 
or pity for that father, and would have left him to 
his crying. 

Deronda was saying to himself, “ I am rather base 
to be angry with Hans. How can he help bemg in 
love* with her? But it is too absurdly presumptuous 
for him even to frame the idea of appropriating her, 
and a sort of blasphemy to suppose that she could 
possibly give herself to him.” 

V(wun, * * 
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What would it he for Darnel Deronda to autertaio 
Buoh thoughts? He was not one who oould quite 
naively introduce himself where he had just excluded 
his fnend, yet it was undeniable tliat what had just 
happened made a new stage in his feeling towards 
Mirah. But apart from other grounds for self-repres- 
sion, reasons both definite and vague made him 
shut away that question as he migiii have shut up 
a half-opened writing that would have carried his 
imagination too far and given too much shape to 
presentiments. Might there nol come a disclosure 
which would liold the missing determination of his 
course ? What did he really know about his origin ? 
Strangely in these latter months when it seemed 
right that he should exert his will in the ohoioe of 
a destination, the passion of his nature had got more 
and more locked by this uncertainty, The disclosure 
might bring its pain, indeed tlie likelihood seemed 
to him to be all on tliat side ; but if it helped him to 
make his life a sequence which woidd take the form 
of duty — if it saved him from having to make an 
arbitrary selection where ho felt no preponderance 
of desire ? Ptill more he wanted to escape standing 
as a critic outside the activities of men, stiffened 
into the ridiculous attitude of Bolf-assigned superi- 
ority. His chief tether was his early inwrought 
affegtiou for Sir Hugo, making him gratefully defer- 
fintybt^ wishes with which he had little agreement; 
hHt*igratitude had been sometimes disturbai by 
Mpas which were near reducing it to a fear of 
^jpiiilg ungrateful. Many of us complain that half 
birthright is sharp duty : Deronda was more 
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iDoUned to complain that he was robbed of this Iwdf; 
jot he aoeused himself as he would have aootutod 
anot^r, of being weakly self-conscious and wantitig 
in resolve. He was the reverse of that type painted 
for us in Faulconbridge and Edmund of Gloeter^ 
whose coarse ambition for personal success is in- 
flamed by a defiance of accidental disadvantages. 
To Daniel the words Father and Mother had the 
altar- fire in them ; and the thought of all closest 
relations of our nature held still something of the 
mystio power which had made his neck and ears 
bum in boyhood. The average man may regard 
this sensibility on the question of birth as preposteSr- 
oufl and hardly crodiblo; but with the utmost respect 
for his knowledge as the rock from which all other 
knowledge is hewn, it must bo admitted that man' 
well-proved facts are dark to the average man, ev 
concerning the action of his own heart and the 
structure of his own retina. A century ago he 
and all his forefathers had not had the slightest 
notion of that electric discharge by means of which 
they had all wagged their tongues mistakenly; any 
more than they were awake to the secluded anguish 
of exceptional sensitiveness into which many a care- 
lessly-bogotten child of man is boni. 

Perhaps the ferment was all the stronger in De- 
ronda's mind because ho had never had a confidant 
to whom he could open himself on these delicate 
Bubjdbtfl. He had always been leaned on instead of 
being invited to lean. Sometimes he had longed 
for the sort of friend to whom he might possibly un- 
fold his experience : a young man like himself who 
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<Murtli||ni^ » pritatd grief itnd w»e ik^t too oem^Oiri 
aboill Itb own career ; speculative enoogh (to niKhsi^ 
stand every moral diffioultj) yet socially snsceptiUe^ 

t he himself was, and having every outward sign 
equality either in bodfly or spiritual wrestling;— 
he had found it impossiblo to reciprocate oonfi* 
donees with one who looked up to him. But he had 
no expectation of meeting the friend he imagined* 
Deronda's was not one of those quiveringly-poised 
natures that lend themselves to second-sight. 
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Thera be who hold that the dee|)er tro^fily wire a Fromet^oe 
not aftiT but bt/ure he had well gut the celcetial Are into the whera- 
by It might be conveyed to mortiila tlirust by the Kratos and Bia of In* 
Btitated methods into a solitude of despised ideas, fastened m throbbing 
belpleasness by the fatal pressurt of j ui erty and disease— a solitude when 
many pass by, but none regard 

“ SccoND-siaHr ” ib a flag over disputed ground. 
But it is matter of knowledge that there are persons 
whose yearnings, conceptions — nay, travelled con- 
clnsions — continually take the form of images which 
have a foreshadowing power : the deed they would 
do starts up before tliein in complete shape, making 
a coercive type ; the event they hunger for or dread 
rises into vision with a seed-like growth, feeding 
itself fast on unnumbered impressions. They are 
not always the less capable of the argumentative 
process, nor less sane than the commonplace cal- 
culators of the market : sometimes it may be that 
their%atiires have manifold openings, like the hun- 
dred-gated Thebes, where there may naturally be a 
greater and more miscolianeous inrush than through 
a nanow beadle-watched portal. No doubt there are 
aljeot BpeoimeiiB of the visionary, as there is a minim 
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ma mm al which you might imprison in the finger of 
your glove. That small relative of the elephant has 
no harm in him; but what great mental or social 
type is free from specimens whose insignificance is 
both ugly and noxious ? One is afraid to thiidc of 
all that the genus “patriot** ombraoos; or of the 
elbowing there might be at the day of judgment for 
those who ranked as authors^ and brought volumes 
either in their hands or on trucks. 

This apology for inevitable kinship is meant to 
usher in some facts about Mordccai, whose figure 
had bitten itself into Deronda’s mind as a new ques- 
tion which he felt an interest in getting answered. 
But the interest was no more than a vaguely-expeo- 
tant suspense : the consumptive-looking Jew^ appa- 
rently a fervid student of some kind, getting his crust 
by a quiet handicraft, like Spinoza, fitted into non© 
of Jleronda’s anticipations. 

It waA«4)therwise with the effect of their meeting 
on Mordeoai. For many winters, while he had been 
conscious of an ebbing physical life, and a widening 
spiritual loneliness, all his passionate desire had 
concentred itself in the yearning for some young 
ear into which he could pour his mind as a tester 
ment, some soul kindred enough to accept the spirit- 
ual product of his own brief, painful life, as a mission 
to be executed. It was remarkable that the hopeful- 
ness which is often the beneficent illusion of con- 
sumptive patients, was in Mordecai wholly diverted 
the prospect of bodily recovery and carried into 
the current of this yearning for transmission. The 
yearning, which had panted upward from out of over- 
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wlieliziiug diBconragementB, had grown into a h<^ 
~4lie ho|>e into a confident belief^ which, inst^ul 
of being checked by the clear conception he had of 
hia hastening decline, took rather the intensity of 
expectant faith in a prophecy which has only brief 
space to get fulfilled in. 

Some years had now gone since he had first be- 
gun to measure men with a keen glance, search-* 
ing for a possibility which became moie and more 
a distinct conception. Such distinctness as it had 
at first was reached chiefly by a method of con- 
trast : ho wanted to find a man who diflered from 
himself. Tracing reasons in that self for the re- 
buffs be had mot with and the hindrances that 
beset him, ho imagined a man who would have all 
the elements necessary for sympathy with him^ 
but in an embodiment unlike Iuh own : ho muV 
bo a Jew, intellectually cultured, morally fervidgj 
in all this a natuio ready to be plonishod frH 
Mordecai's ; but liis face and frame must be beafdK- 
ful and strong, bo must h<iM‘ been used to all the 
refinements of social life, his \oi(‘e must flow with 
a full and easy can cut, his cncumstances be free 
from Boidid need : be must glonfy the possibilities 
of tho Jew, not sit and waiulci as Mordtcai did, 
bearing the stamp of bis jieople amid the signs of 
poverty an I waning breath. Sensitive to physical 
characteristics, he had, both abioad and in England, 
looked at pictures as well as men, and in a vacant 
hour he had sometimes lingered in tho National 
Gktllery in searoh of paintings which miglrfc feed 
biB hopefulness with grave and noble types of the 





Ifipmm a« might well hdmig t0 of 

hk own raoe» Bot he returned in disappoiiittneiit» 
The instances ore scattered but thinly ovea^ the 
galleries of Europe, in which the fortune or seleo 
tion even of the chief masters has given to Art a 
&oe at once young, grand, and beautiful, where, 
if there is any melancholy, it is no feeble passiv- 
ity, but enters into the foreshadowed capability of 
heroism. 

Some observant persons may perhaps remember 
his emaciated figure, and dark eyes de^pj in their 
sockets, as he stood in front of a picture that had 
touched him either to new or habitual meditation : 
he commonly wore a cloth cap with black fur round 
it, which no painter would have asked him to take 
But spectators would be likely to think of him 
an odd -looking Jew, who probably got money 
of pictures ; and Mordeoai, when he noticed 
was perfectly aware of the impression he 
made. Experience had rendered him morbidly alive 
to effect^^ a man’s poverty and other physiccJ 
disadvantages in cheapening his ideas, unless they 
are those of a Peter the Hermit who has a tocsin 
for the rabble. But lie was too sane and generous 
to attribute his spiritual banishment solely to the 
excusable prejudices of others : certain incapacities 
of his own had made the sentence of exclusion ; 
and hence it was that his imagination had con- 
structed another man who would bo something 
more ample than the second soul bestowed, ac- 
cording to the notion of the Cabbalists, to help 
out the insufficient first — ^who would be a bloom- 
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tng hxLmn life, ready to inoorpotate all tfaal; HMH 
in an existence whose visible, palpiAI$ 
part was burning itself fast away. His inwaM 
need fcn^ the conception of this expanded, prolonged 
eelf was reflected as an outward necessity. Ibie 
thoughts of his heart (that ancient phrase best 
shadows the truth) seemed to him too precious, too 
olosely inwoven with the growth of things not to 
have a further destiny. And as the more beautin 
ful, the stronger, the more executive self took shape 
in his mind, he loved it bofoieliand with an a|rection 
half identifying, half contemplative and grateful. 

Mordecai's mind wrought so constantly in images, 
that, his coherent trains of thougtit often resembled 
the significant dreams attributed to sleepers hy wak- 
ing persons in their most inventive moments ; nay, 
they often resembled genuine dreams in their way 
of breaking off the passage from the known to the 
unknown. Thus, for a long while, he habitually 
thought of the Being answering to his need as one 
distantly approaching or turning his back towards 
him, darkly painted against a golden sky; The 
reason of the golden sky lay in one of MordeoaPs 
habits. He was keenly ali\o to home poetic as- 
pects of London *, and a favourite resort of his, when 
strength and leisure allowed, was to some one of 
the bridges, especually about sunrise or sunset. 
Even when ho was bonding over watch-wheels and 
trinkets, or seated in a small upper room looking 
out on dingy bricks and dingy cracked windows, 
his imagination spontaneously planted him <jn some 
spot where he had a far-stretobrng scenes hio 
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thotigftt went on in wi<}e spaces ; and whenever 
he could, he tried to have in reality the influences 
of a hn-ge sky. Leaning on the parapet of Black- 
friars Bridge, and gazing meditatively, the breadth 
and calm of the river, with its long vista half ha^sy, 
half luminous, the grand dim masses or tall forms 
of buildings which were the signs of world-com- 
merce, the oncoming of boats and barges from the 
still distance into sound and colour, entered into 
his mood and blent themselves indistinguishably 
with his thinking, as a fine symphony to which 
we can hardly be said to listen makes a medium 
that bears up our spiritual wings. Thus it hap- 
pened that the figure representative of Mordeoai’s 
longing was mentally seen darkened by the excess 
of light in the aerial background. But -in the in- 
evitable progress of his imagination towards fuller 
detail, ho ceased to see the figure with its back 
towards him. It began to advance, and a face 
became discernible ; the words youth, beauty, re- 
finement, Jewish birth, noble gravity, turned into 
hardly 'individual but typical form and coloui : 
gathered from his memory of faces seen among 
the Jews of Holland and Bohemia, and from the 
paintings which revived that memory. Reverently 
let it be said of this mature spiritual need that it 
was akin to the boy’s and girl’s picturing of the 
future beloved ; but the stirrings of such young 
desire are feeble compared with the passionate cur- 
rent of an ideal life straining to embody itself, made 
intense by resistance to imminent dissolution. The 
visionary form became a companion and auditor; 
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keeling a pUtoe not only in the waking imagina* 
tion^ but in those dreams of lighter slumbw criF 
whieh it is ttuest to say, “ I sleep, but my hewri 
waleeth ” — when the disturbing triyial story of ye*^ 
terdtty is charged with the impassioned purpose of 
years. 

Of late the urgency of irredeemable time, measured 
by the gradual choking of life, had turned Mordeoai’s 
trust into an agitated watch for the ftillilment that 
must be at hand. Was the bell on the verge of toll- 
ing, the sentence about to be executed? '^he de^ 
liverer’s footstep must be near — ^the deliverer who 
was to rescue Mordecai's spiritual travail from obliy* 
ion, and give it an abiding place in the best heri^ 
tage of his people. An insane exaggeration of his 
own value, even if his ideas had been as true and 
precious as those of Columbus or Newton, many 
would have counted this yearning, taking it as the 
Bublimer part for a man to say, ‘‘ If not I, then an- 
other,’* and to hold cheap the meaning of his own 
life. But the fuller nature desires to bo an agent, 
to create, and not merely to look on : strong love 
hungers to bless, and not merely to behold blessing. 
And while there is warmth enough in the sun to feed 
an energetic life, there will still bo men to feel, “ I 
am lord of this moment’s change, and will charge it 
with my soul.” 

But with that mingling of inconsequence which 
belongs to us all, and not unhappily, since it saves 
UB from many effects of mistake, Mordecai’s confi- 
dence in the fiiend to come did not suffice tg make 
him passive^ and he tried expedients, pathetically 
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happened to be ^dun his vei^ 
oommonioating something of himself It wes 
now two years since he had taken up his abode 
under Ezra Cohen's roof, where he was regarded 
with muoh goodwill as a compound of worknuui, 
dominie, vossel of charity, inspired idiot, man of 
piety, and (if he wore inquired into) dangerous 
heretic During that time littlo Jacob had ad* 
vanOpd int^'Jmickerbockers, and into that quick- 
ness of apprehension which has boon already made 
manifi^f im delation to hardware and exchange. Ha 
had also advanced in attachment to Mordecai, re- 
garding him as an inferior, but liking him none the 
worse, and taking his helpful cleverness as he might 
have taken the servioos of an enslaved Djinn. As 
for Mordecai, he had given Jacob his first lessons, 
and his habitual tondemess easily t\imed into the 
teacher’s fatherhood. Though ho was fully con- 
scious of the spiritual distance between the parents 
and himself, and would never have attempted any 
communication to them from his peculiar world, the 
boy moved him with that idealising affection which 
merges the qualities of the individual child in the 
gloiy of ohildliood and the possibilities of a long 
fiiture. And this feeling had diawn him on, at first 
without premeditation, and aftei wards with con- 
scious purpose, to a sort of outpouring in the ear of 
the boy which might have seemed wild enough to 
any excellent man of business who overheard it. 
But none overheard when Jacob went up to Mor- 
‘decai’s.room on a day, for example, in which there 
was little work to be done, or at an hour whpn the 
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work WM ended, and after a brief leegon in 
teaming or in numeration, was induced to remaDd 
standing at his teaoher^s knees, or chose to Juin|» 
astride them, often to the patient fatigue of the 
wasted limbs. The inducement was perhaps thh 
mending of a toy, or some little moohanical device 
in which Mordecai’s well-practised finger-tips had an 
exceptional skill; and with the boy thus tethered, 
he would begin to repeat a Hebrew poem of his own, 
into which years before he liad poured his first youth- 
fill ardours for that conception of a blended past and 
fiiture which was the mistress of his soul, ,felling 
Jacob to say the words after him. 

“The boy will get them engiaved within him,” 
thought Mordeoai ; “ it is a way of printing.” 

Kone readier than Jacob at this fascinating game 
of imitating unintelligible words ; and if no oppos- 
ing diversion occurred, he would sometimes carry on 
his share in it as long as the teacher’s breath would 
last out. For Mordeoai threw into each repetition 
the fervour befitting a sacied occasion. In snob 
instances, Jacob would show no other distraption 
than reaching out and surveying the contents of 
his pockets ; or drawing down the skin of his cheeks 
to make his eyes look awful, and rolling his head to 
complete the effect ; or alternately handling his own 
nose and Mordecai’s as if to test the relation of their 
masses. Under all this the fer\id reciter would not 
pause, satisfied if the young organs of speech would 
submit themselves. But most commonly a sudden 
impulse sent Jacob leaping away into some antic 
or active amusement, when, instead of following the 
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Teoitatioiii he wotild return upon the l5iegoiiig worde 
most ready« to his tongue, and mouth or gabUe, 
a see-saw suited to the action of his limbs, a verse 
on which Mordeoai had spent some of his too soantj 
heart’s blood. Yet he waited with such patience as a 
prophet needs, and began his strange printing again 
undisoouraged on the morrow, saying inwardly — 
“My words may rule him some day. Their mean- 
ing may flash out on him. It is so with d nation — 
after many days.” 

Meanwhile Jacob’s sense of power was increased 
and his time enlivened by a store of magical articu- 
lation with which he made the baby crow, or drove 
the large cat into a dark corner, or promised himself 
to frighten any incidental Christian of his own years. 
One week he had unfortunately seen a street mounte- 
bank, and this carried off his musculat imitativeness 
in sad divergence from New Hebrew poetry after the 
model of Jehuda ha-LevL Mordecai had arrived at 
a fresh passage in liis poem ; for as soon as Jacob 
had got well used to one portion, he was led on to 
another, and a fresh combination of sounds gener- 
ally answered better in keeping him fast for a few 
minutes. The consumptive voice, originally a strong 
high baritone with its variously mingling hoarseness, 
like a haze amidst illuminations, and its occasional 
incipient gasp, had more than the usual excitement, 
while it gave forth Hebrew verses with a meaning 
something like this ; — 

Away from me the garment of forgetfulness, 

Withering the heart ; 

i The oil and wine from presses of the Ooyixn, 

Poisoned with scorn. 
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Solitude 1ft on the sideft of Mount 
In its heart a tomb : 

There the bnned ark and golden cherubim 
Make hidden light : 

There the solemn faces gaze nnchitnged, 

The wings aie spread unbroken : 

Shut beneath m silent awful speech 
The Law lies graven. 

Solitude and darkness are my covering, 

And my heart a tomb ; 

Smite and shatter it, 0 Gabriel I 
Shatter it as the clay of the founder 
Around the golden imago.” 

In the absorbing enthusiasm with which Mordeoai 
had intoned rather than spoken this last invoctttioii| 
he was unconscious that Jacob had ceased to follow 
him and had started away from his knees ; but 
pausing he saw, as by a sudden flasli, that the lad 
liad thrown himself on his hands with his feet in 
the air, mountebank fashion, and was picking up 
with his lips a bright farthing which was a favourite 
among his pocket treasures. This might have been 
reckoned among the tricks Mordeoai was used to, 
but at this moment it jarred him horribly, as if it 
had been a Satanic grin upon his prayer. 

“ Child ! child ! ” ho called out with a strange cry 
that startled Jacob to his feet, and then he sank 
backward with a shudder, closing his eyes. 

“ What ? ” said Jacob, quickly. Then, not get- 
ting an immediate answei, ho pressed Mordecai's 
knees with a shaking movement, in order to rouse 
him. Mordeoai opened his eyes with a fierce ex- 
pression in them, leaned forward, grasped the little 
shoulders, and said in a quick, hoarse whisper— 

curse is on your generation, child. Tlfby will 
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o|»eti tho ipottntaii^ sud dmg fbrth tlie golden wings 
and coin them info money, and the eolemn &0iMr 
they will break np into ear-rings for wanton women t 
And they shall get themselves a new name, but the 
angel of ignominy, with the fiery brand, shall know 
them, and their heart shall be the tomb of dead 
desires tliat turn their life to rotteimess.” 

The aspect and action of Mordecai were so new 
and mysterious to Jacob — they carried such a 
burthen of obscure threat — it was as if the patient, 
indulgent companion had turned into something 
unknown and terrific: the sunken dark eyes and 
hoarse accents close to the thin grappling 
fingers, shook Jacob’s little frame into awe, and 
while Mordsoai was speaking lie stood trembling 
with 4 sense that the house was tumbling in and 
were not going to have dinner any more. But 
4ihen the terrible speech had ended and the pinch 
was relaxed, the shock resolved itself into tears; 
Jacob lifted up his small patriarchal countenance 
and wept aloud. This sign of childish grief at once 
recalled Mordecai to his usual gentle self : he was 
not able to speak again at present, but with a 
maternal action he drew the curly head towards 
him and pressed it tenderly against his breast. On 
this Jacob, feeling the danger wellnigh over, howled 
at ease, beginning to imitate his own performance 
and improve upon it — ^a sort of transition from im- 
pulse into art often observable. Indeed, the next 
day he undertook to terrify Adelaide Bebekah in 
like manner, and succeeded very well 

But Mordecai sufiered a check which lasted long. 
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from tb« coBScioiisiie^p of a miaappUed agiiatim|| 
tone aa well as excitable, he judged severely hifi 
moments of aberration into futile eagerness, and 
dtsoredited with himself All the more his mind 
was strained towards the discernment of that friend 
to come, with whom he would have a calm certainty 
of fellowship and understanding. 

It was just then tliat, m his usual mid > day 
guardianship of the old book -shop, ho was struck 
by the appearance of Deronda, and it is perhaps 
oomprehensible now why Mordocai’s glance Jook 
on a sudden eager interest as he looked at the 
new-comer : he saw a face and frame which seemed 
to him to realise the long-conceived type. But the 
disclaimer of Jewish birth was for the moment a 
backward thrust of double seventy, the particular 
disappointment tending to shako his confidence in 
the more indefinite expectation. Nevortholess, when 
he found Deronda seated at the Cohens^ table, the 
disclaimer was for the moment nullified : the first 
impression returned with tidded force, boeiuing to 
be guaranteed by tins second meeting under circum- 
stances more peculi.ir than the former ; and in ask- 
ing Deronda if ho knew Ilehiew, Mordocai was so 
possessed by the new inrush of belief, that ho had 
forgotten the absonco of any otliei condition to the 
fulfilment of his hopes. But the aiisweiing No ” 
struck them all down again, and the frustration was 
more painful than before. After turning his back 
on the visitor that Sabbath evening, Mordecai went 
throngh days of a deep discouragement, like ^t of 
men on a doomed ship, who, having strained their 
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py&B after a aail, and beheld it with rejoicing, behoid 
it never advance, and say, ** Oni sick eyes make itJ* 
But the loug*contemplated figure had come as an 
emotional sequence of Mordecai's firmest theoretic 
convictions ; it had been wrought from the imagery 
of his most passionate life ; and it inevitably re- 
appeared — reappeared in a more specific self-assert- 
ing form than ever. Deronda had that 'sort of 
resemblanoe to the preconceived type which a finely 
individual bust or portrait has to the more general- 
ised copy left in our minds after a long interval : we 
renew our memory with delight, but wo hardly know 
with how much oogflection. And now, his face met 
Mordeoai’s inward gfli# as if it had always belonged 
to the awaited friend, raying out, moreover, some of 
that influence which belongs to breathing flesh ; till 
by-and-by it seemed that discouragement had turned 
into a new obstinacy of resistance, and the ever- 
reourrent vision had tlie force of an outward call to 
(^i||Mprd counter -evidence, and keep expectation 
awaio!! It was Deronda now who was seen in the 
often iminful iiiglit-watchos, when wo are all liable 
to be held with the cluteli of a single thought — 
whose figure, never with its back turned, was seen 
in moments of soothed reverie or soothed dozing, 
painted on that golden sky wdiicli was the doubly 
blessed symbol of advancing day and of approach- 
ing rest 

Mordecai knew that the namcdess stranger was 
to come and redeem his ring; and, in spite of con- 
trary chances, the wish to see him again was grow- 
ing into a belief that be should see him. In the 
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January weeks, he felt an increasing agitation of 
that subdued hidden quality which hinders nervous 
people from any steady occupation on the eve of an 
anticipated change. He ^could not go on with his 
printing of Hebrew on little Jacob’s^ mind ; or with 
his attendance at a weekly club, which was another 
effort of the same forlorn hope : something else was 
coming. The one thing he longed for was to get 
as &r as the river, which he could do but seldom 
and with difficulty. He yearned with a poetfe 
yearning for the wide sky, the far-reaching vista 
of bridges, the tender and fluctuating lights on the 
water which seems to breathe with a life that can 
shiver and mourn, be comforted and rejoice. 
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** Vor den Wlssendon sich atcUen 
Bicher lat'e in alk n Fallen I 
Wenn du laiige dich gequalct 
Weiaa er gloich wo dir ca fehlet. 

Aurh auf Reifall darfat dtt hoffen, 

Deiin ei wuiaa wo du'a getrotfeu.” 

-•Qoiethk; Wat-ii»tliciher Divatik 


Momentous things happened to Deronda the very 
evening of that visit to the small house at Chelsea, 
when there was the discussion about Mirah's public 
naise. But for the family group there, what ap- 
peared to be the cliief sequence coniiectod with it 
ed two da;y8 afterwaids. About four o’clock 
vheels paused bi'foie the door, and there came one 
of those knocks with an accompanying ring which 
serve to magnify tlie sciibc of social existence in 
a region where the most enlivening signals are 
usually those of the muffin-man. All the girls were 
at home, and the two rooms were thrown together 
to make space for Kate’s drawing, as well as a great 
length of embroidery which hod taken the place of 
the satin cushions — a sort of pihee de resistance in 
the dburses of needlework, taken up by any clever 
fingers that happened to be at liberty. It stretched 
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aeMt the front toom pictntesqtiely enough, ibn 
Uejrriok honking over it at one comer, Mab in ^ 
middle, and Amy at the other end. Mirah, whose 
perfrytmanoeB in pomt of sewing were on the make- 
shift level of the tailor-bird’s, her education in that 
branch having been much neglected, was acting 
as reader to the party, seated on a camp-stool; in 
which position she also served Kate as model for a 
title-page vignette, symbolising a fair public ab- 
sorbed m the successive volumes of the Family 
Tea-table. She was giving forth with charming^ 
distinctness the delightful Essay of Elia, “ The Praise 
of Clhimney- Sweeps,” and all were smiling over the 
^innocent blacknesses,” when the imposing knock 
and nng called their thoughts to loftier spheres, 
and they looked up in wonderment 

** Dear me ! ” said Mrs Moynck , “ can it be Lady 
MalUnger? Is there a grand carnage, Amy?” 

** No — only a hansom cab. It must be a gentle- 
man.” 

“The Pnme Ministei, I should think,” said Kate, 
dnly. “Hans says the greatest man m London 
may get into a hansom cab” 

“ Oh, oh, oh ’ ” cried Mab. “ Suppose it should 
be Lord Russell 1 ” 

The five bright faces were all looking amused 
when the old maid-sorvant bnnging in a card dis- 
tractedly left the parlour-door open, and there was 
seen bowing towards Mrs Meyrick a figure quite 
unlike that of the respected Premier — tall and 
physically impressive even in his kid and kersey- 
mere, with msasive face, flamboyant hair, anct gold 
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in &eii) tm Mrs Meyriok saw from tim 
Oflid, JuHitB Klemner. 

^Ten ombanrassiDent oould hardly have made lihe 
** little mother awkward, but quick in her peroei^ 
iions she was at once aware of tlie situation, and 
felt well satisfied that the great personage had 
come to Mirah instead of requiring her to come to 
him; taking it as a sign of active interest. But 
when he entered, the rooms shrank into closets, the 
oottage piano, Mab thought, seemed a ridiculous 
toy, and the entire family existence as petty and 
private as an establishment of mice in the Tuileries. 
Kleamer’s personality, espepially his way of glanc- 
ing » round him, immediately suggested Wt areas 
and a multitudinous audience, and probably they 
made the usual scenery of his consdousness, for we 
all of us carry on our thinking in some habitual 
heua where there is a presence of other souls, and 
those who take in a larger sweep than their ueigh- 
boims are apt to seem mightily vain and affeoted. 
Klesmer was vain, but not more so than many con- 
tempoiiarias of heavy aspect, whose vanity leaps out 
and sliurtles one like a spear out of a walking-stick ; 
as Ip his carriage and gestures, those were as nat- 
ural to him as the length of his fingers; and the 
rsj^est affectation he could have shown would have 
to look diffident and demure. While his gran- 
^pse air was making Mab feel herself a ridiculous 
toy to match the cottage piano, he was taking in 
the details around him with a keen and thoroughly 
kind sensibility. He remembered a home no larger 
than \his on the outskirts of Bohemia ; and in the 
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^giiratiYe Bohemia too he had had ]aige aoqettmt- 
anoe the variety and romance which belong 
to fimall ineomee. He addressed Mrs Meyriok wf<h 
the utmost deference. 

hope I have not taken too great a freedmsL 
Being in the neighbourhood, 1 ventured to save 
time by calling. Our friend Mr Deronda mentioned 
to me an understanding that 1 was to liave the 
honour of becoming acquainted with a young lady 
here — Miss Lapidoth.” 

Elesmer had really discerned Mirah in the first 
moment of entering, but witii subtle politeness he 
looked round bowingly at the three sisters as if 
he were uncertain which was the young lady in 
question. 

Those are my daughteis : this is Miss Lapi* 
doth,” said Mrs Meyriok, waving her hand towards 
Mirah. 

Ah,” said Klcsmor, in a tone of gratified expec- 
tation, turning a radiant smile and deep bo# to 
Mirah, who, instead of being in the least taken by 
surprise, bad a calm pleasure m lior face. She 
liked the look of Klesmer, feeling sure that he 
would scold her, like a great musician and a kind 
man. 

“ You will not object to beginning our acquaints 
ance by singing to mo,” lie added, aware that 
they would all bo relies ed by getting rid of pre^ 
liininaries. 

I shall be very glad. It is good of you to be 
willing to listen to me,” said Mirah, moving to the 
piano. “Shall I accompany myself?” 
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]f«iyTi<^*s imritetion, where he could h»t« * 
Hcod view Cf the singer. The acute litde mother 
prould not have acknowledged the weakness, but 
she really said to herself, He will like her singing 
better if he sees her.’* 

All the feminine hearts except Miiah’s were beat- 
ing fEUst with anxiety, thinking Elesmer temfio as 
he sat with his listening frown on, and only danng 
to look at him furtively. If he did say anythmg 
severe it would be so hard for them all. They 
could only comfort themselves with thinking that 
Prmoe Camaralzaman, who had heard the finest 
things, preferred Mirah’s singing to any other.'— 
also she appeared to be doing her very best, as if 
she were more instead of less at ease that usual 
The song she had chosen was a fine setting of 
some words selected from Leopardi’s g^nd Ode to 
Italy:— 

** Opatna 7n«a, vedo U mvra e gl% arck% 

F h c lonne e i sitiulnrj i 1 1 enne 
Tom degli avi nostn — 

This was reoitatn e the n followed — 

“ Ma la glona non vedo ’ — 

a mournful melody, a rhythmic plaint. After this 
came a climax ot devout triumph — passing from 
the subdued adoration of a happy Andante m the 
words — 

** Beattsaimi voi 

Che offnste il petto aUe nemche lanee 
Per amoi di coslei che at eolvt dtede — 

to the^c^us outburst of an exultant Allegro in—' 
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** 04 oh vimt 

Beaduimi voi 

Jiontre nel mondo tiJiioeUt o seriva,* 

When she had ended) Klesnier said after a mo* 
ment — 

“That is Joseph Leo's music.” 

“ Yes, he was my last master — at Vienna : so 
fierce and so good,” said Mirah, with a melancholy 
smile. “He prophesied that my voice would not 
do for the stage. And he was rigfft.” 

“ Continue, if you please,” said Klesmer, putting* 
out his lips and shaking liis long fingers, while he 
went on with a smothered articulation quite unin- 
telligible to the audience. 

The three girls detested him unanimously for not 
saying one word of praise. Mrs Meyrick was a little 
alarmed. 

Mirah, simply bent on doing what Klesmer desired, 
and imagining that he would now like to hear her 
sing some German, went through Prince RadziVill’s 
music to Gretcheii’s songs in the ‘ Paust,’ one after 
the other, without any interrogatory pause. Wlien 
she had finished be rose and walked to the extrem- 
ity of the small space at command, then walked 
back to the piano, where Mirah had risen from her 
seat and stood looking towards him with her little 
hands crossed before her, meekly awaiting judg- 
ment ; then with a sudden unknitting of his brow 
and with beaming eyes, he put out his hand and 
said abruptly, “Let us shake hands: you are a 
musician.” , 

Mab felt herself beginning to cry, and all the 
VOL. IL h 





girls held Elesmer adorable. Mrs Meyrid; 
'took B long breath. 

But straightway the frown oame again, the long 
"hand, baok uppermost, was stretched out in quite 
a different sense to touch with finger-tip the baok 
of Mirah’s, and with protruded lip he said — 

Not for great tasks. No high roofs. We are no 
skylarks. We must be modest.” Klesmer. paused 
here. And Mab ceased to think him adorable : ^ as 
if Mirah had shown the least sign of conceit ! ' 

Mirali was silent, knowing tliat there was a 
specific opinion to be waited for, and Klesmer 
presently went on — 

“I would not advise — I would not further your 
singing in any larger space than a private drawing- 
room. But you will do there. And here in London 
that is one of the best careers open. Lessons will 
follow. Will you come and sing at a private concert 
at my house on Wednesday?” 

Oh, I shall be grateful,” said Mirah, putting her 
hands together devoutly. I would rather get my 
bread in that way than by anything moie public. 
I will try to improve. What should 1 work at 
most?” 

Klesmer made a preliminary answer in noises 
which sounded like words bitten in two and swal- 
lowed before they were half out, shaking his fingers 
the while, befuie he said, quite distinctly, “I shall 
introduce you to Astorga : he is the foster-father of 
good singing and will give you advice.” Then ad- 
*dressing Mrs Meyriok, he added, “ Mrs Klesmer will 
call before Wednesday, with your permission.” 
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"Wo ihall feel that to be a gpreat khidnets^'* aail 
Mrs Meyriok. 

“You will Bing to her,” said Klesmer, turning 
again to Mirah. “She is a thorough musioian, 
and has a soul with more ears to it than you will 
often get in a musician. Your singing will satisfy 
her I — 

* Vor den Wigsenden Bich Btellen ; * 
you know the rest ? ” 

“ ‘ Sicher ist's in alien Fkllen/ ” 

Baid Mirah, promptly. And Klesmer saying “ Sohbn I” 
put out his hand again as a good-bye. 

He had certainly chosen the most delicate way of 
praising Mirah, and the Meyriok girls had now given 
him all their esteem. But imagine Mab’s feeling 
when, suddenly fixing his eyes on her, he said de* 
oisively, “ That young lady is musical, I see I ” She 
was a mere blush and sense of scorching. 

“ Yes,” said Mirah on her behalf. “ And she has 
a touch.” 

“ Oh please, Mirah — a scramble, not a toucli,” said 
Mab, in anguish, witli a horrible fear of i?vhat the 
next thing might be : tins dicadfully divining per- 
sonage— evidently Satan in grey trousers — might 
order her to sit down to the piano, and her heart 
was like molten wax in the midst of her. But this 
was cheap payment for her amazed joy when Kles- 
mer said benignatitly, turning to Mrs Meyrick, “ Will 
she like to accompany Miss Lapidoth and hear the 
music on Wednesday?” 

“There could hardly be a greater pleasure for 
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her,” said Mrs Meyriok. “She "will be most 
and gratefiiL” ' 

Thereupon Elesmer bowed round to the three 
flistera more grandly than they had ever been bowed 
to before. Altogether it was an amusing picture-^ 
the little room with so much of its diagonal taken 
up in Klesmer’s magnificent bend to the small 
feminine figures like images a little less than life- 
size, the grave Holbein fikces on the walls, as many 
as were not otherwise occupied, looking hard at this 
stranger who by his face seemed a dignified con- 
temporary of their own, but whoso garments seemed 
a deplorable mockery of the human form. 

Mrs Meyrick could not help going out of the room 
with Klesmer and closing tlie door behind her. He 
understood her, and said with a fi’owning nod — 

“ She will do : if she doesn’t attempt too much and 
her voice holds out, she can make an income. I 
know that is the great point ; Deronda told me. You 
are taking care of her. She looks like a good girl.” 

** She is an angel,” said the warm-hearted woman. 

“No,” said Klesmer, with a jdayful nod; “she 
is a pretty J(*wess : the angels must not get the 
credit of her. But I tliink she has found a guar- 
dian angel,” he ended, bowing himself out in this 
amiable way. 

The four young creatures had looked at each other 
mutely till the door banged and Mrs Meyrick re-en- 
tered. Then there was an explosion. Mab clapped 
her hands and danced everywhere inconveniently; 
Mrs Meyrick kissed Mirah and blessed her; Amy 
said emphatically, “We can never get her a new 
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drees before Wednesday I” and Kate exclaimed, 

Thank heaven my table is not knocked over!” 

Mirah had reseated herself on the music-stool 
without speaking, and the tears were rolling down 
her cheeks as she looked at her friends. 

*^Now, now, Mab!” said Mrs Meyriok; ^^oome 
and sit down reasonably and let us talk.” 

“Yes, let us talk,” said Mab, cordially, coming 
back to her low seat and caressing her knees. “ I 
am beginning to feel large again. Hans said h^e 
was coining this afternoon. I wish he had been 
here — only there would have been no room for him* 
Mirah, what are you looking sad for?” 

“ I am too happy,” said MiiaL “ I feel so full of 
gratitude to you all ; and he was so very kind.” 

“ Yes, at last,” said Mab, sharply. “ But he might 
have said something encouraging sooner. I thought 
him dreadfully ugly when he sat frowning, and only 
said, ^ Continue.’ I hated him all the long way from 
the top of his hair to the toe of his polish od boot.” 

“ Nonsense, Mab ; he has a splendid profile,” said 
Kate. 

“ NoWy but not then, I cannot beai people to keep 
their minds bottled uj) for the sake of lotting them off 
with a pop. They seem to grudge making you happy 
unless they can make you miserable beforehand. 
However, I forgive him everything,” said Mab, with 
a magnanimous air, “ because he has invited me. I 
wonder why he fixed on me as the musical one? 
Was it because I have a bulging forehead, ma, and 
peep from under it like a newt from under a stone ? ’* 

“It was your way of listening io the singing, 
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taolea and aeae everTthing throngh them, depend 
upon it. But what was i^at German quotation yon 
were so ready with, Mirah — you learned puss?” 

** Oh, that vras not learning,” said Mirah, her tear- 
ftil faoe breaking into an amused smile. “ I said it 
BO many times for a lesson. It means that it is safer 
to do anything — singing or anything else — before 
those who know and understand all about it.” 

** That was why you were not one bit frightened, 
I suppose,” said Amy. “ But now, what we have to 
talk about is a dress for you on Wednesday.” 

“I don’t want anything better than this blaok 
merino,” said Mirah, rising ^ to show the effect. 
“ Some white gloves and some new hottines," She 
put out her little foot, clad in the famous felt slipper. 

There comes Hans,” said Mrs Meyrick. “ Stand 
still, and let us hear what he says about the dress. 
Artists are the best people to consult about such 
things.” 

** You don’t consult me, ma,” said Kate, lifting up 
her eyebrow with a playful complainingness. “I 
notice mothers are like the people I deal with — the 
girls’ doings are always priced low.” 

My dear child, the boys are such a trouble — we 
could never put up with them, if we didn’t make 
believe they were worth more,” said Mrs Meyrick, 
just as her boy entered. “Hans, we want your 
opinion about Mirah’s dross. A great event has 
happened. Klesmer has been here, and she is going 
to siqg at his house on Wednesday among grand 
people. She thinks this dress will do.” 
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« Let me see/* said Haiuu Mirah iti her ohildlflle 
way turned towards him to be looked at ; and he, 
going to a little further distance, knelt with one knee 
on a hassock to survey her. 

This would be thought a very good stage-dress 
for me/' she said, pleadingly, “ in a part where I was 
to come on as a poor Jewess and sing to fashionable 
Christians.” 

“It would be effective,” said Hans, with a con- 
sidering air; “it would stand out well among tli^^ 
fashionable chiffons” 

“ But you ought not to claim all the poverty on 
your side, Mirah," said Amy. “ There are plenty of 
poor Christians and dreadfully rich Jews and &shion- 
able Jewesses.” 

“ I didn't mean any harm," said Mirah, “ Only I 
have been used to thinking about my dress for parts 
in plays. And I almost always had a part with a 
plain dress." 

“ That makes me think it questionable," said Hans, 
who had suddenly become as fastidious and conven- 
tional on this occasion as he had thought Deronda 
was, apropos of the Bercnice-pictures. “ It looks a 
little too theatrical. We must not make you a rSle 
of tlie poor Jewess — or of being a Jewess at all." 
Hans had a secret desire to neutralise the Jewess 
in private life, which he was in danger of not keep- 
ing secret. 

“ But it is what I am really. I am not pretending 
anything. 1 shall never be anything else^" said 
Mirah. “ I always feel myself a Jewess.” ^ 

“But wo can’t feel that about you,” said Hans, 
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. with a devout look. Wbat does it signify whether 
a pexfeot woman is a Jewess or not?” 

“ That is your kind way of praising me ; I never 
was praised so before/’ said Mirah, with a smile, 
which was rather maddening to Hans and made him 
feel still more of a cosmopolitan. 

People don’t think of me as a British Christian,” 
he said, his face creasing merrily. “ They think of 
me as an imperfectly handsome young man and an 
unpromising painter.” 

“But you are wandering from the dress,” said 
Amy. “ If that will not do, how are we to get an- 
^ other before Wednesday? and to-morrow Sunday?” 

“Indeed this will do,” said Mirah, entreatingly. 
“ It is all real, you know,” here she looked at Hans 
— “ even if it seemed theatrical. Poor Berenice sit- 
ting on the ruins — any one might say that WEkS the- 
atrical, but I know that is just what she would do.” 

“ I am a scoundrel,” said Hans, overcome by this 
misplaced trust. “ That is my invention. Nobody 
knows that she did tliat. Shall you forgive me for 
not saying so before ? ” 

“ Oh yes,” said Mirah, after a momentary pause of 
surprise. “ You know it was what she would be sure 
to do — a Jewess who had not boon faithful — who had 
done what she did and was })enitent. She could 
have no joy but to afflict herself ; and where else 
would she go ? I think it is very beautiful that you 
should enter so into what a Jewess would feel” 

“The Jewesses of that time sat on ruins,” said 
Hans,/itarting up with a sense of being checkmated. 

That makes them convenient for pictures.” 
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*‘But the dresa^ — the dress, said Amy; “is it 
settled ? 

“ Yes ; is it not ? ” said Mirah, looking doubtfully 
at Mrs Meyriok, who in her turn looked up at her 
son, and said, “ What do you think, Hans ? ” 

“ That dress will not do,” said Hans, decisively. 

“ She is not going to sit on ruins. You must jump 
into a cab with her, little mother, and go to Kegent 
Street. It’s plenty of time to get anything you like 
— a black silk dress such as ladies wear. She must ^ 
not be taken for an object of charity. She has talents 
to make people indebted to her.” 

“ I think it is what Mr Deronda would like — for 
her to have a handsome dress,” said Mrs Meyriok, 
deliberating. 

“ Of course it is,” said Hans, with some sharpness. 

“ You may take my word for what a gentleman 
would feel.” 

” 1 wish to do what Mr Deronda would like me to 
do,” said Miiali, gravely, seeing that Mrs Meyriok 
looked towards her ; and Hans, turning on his heel, 
went to Kate’s table and took up one of her draw- 
ings as if his inteiost needed a new di lection. 

“ Shouldn’t you like to make a study of Klesmer's 
head, HansV” said Kate. “I suppose you have 
often seen him?” 

“ Seen him I ” exclaimed Hans, immediately throw- 
ing back his head and mane, seating himself at the 
piano and looking round him as if he were surveying 
an amphitheatre, while he held his fingers down per- 
pendicularly towards the keys. But then in another 
instant he wheeled round on the stool, looked at 
TOL. IL • 
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^ixah and said, half timidly — Perhaps you don't 
like this mimicry ; yon must always stop my non- 
sense when yon don’t like it” 
j^irali had been smiling at the swiftly-made image, 
and she smiled still, but with a touch of something 
else than amusement, as she said — Thank you. 
But you have never done anything I did not like. 
I hardly think he could, belonging to you,” she 
added, looking at Mrs Meyriok. 

In this way Hans got food for his hope. How 
could the rose help it when several bees in suc- 
cession took its sweet odour as a sign of personal 
attachiiieut V 
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\V ithm tlio Boul a faculty abides. 

That with iiittriiosiUons, which would hide 
xVnd (larkeu, ho can deal, that they liecome 
Conti ngenuiee ut pomp ; and seive to exalt 
Uei native bnghtuetw, as the amph uioou, 

In the deep Htillness of a suiiinier even. 

Rising; lieliind a thick and lofty gro\ e. 

Burns, like an unconsunmig flie of light, 

In the green trees , and, kindling on all sides 
Their leafy umbrage, turns the dusky veil 
Into a substance glorious as her own, 

Yea, with her own incoi])omted, by ]»ower 
Capacious and serene ” 

— WoBDBwoRi II : RxcurtUm, B. IV. 


Deronda came out of the narrow houRe at Chelsea 
in a frame of mind that made him long for some 
good bodily exercise to carry off wliat he was hime 
self inclined to call the fiimcs of liis temper. lEfr 
was going towards the city, and the sight of the 
Chelsea Stairs Avitli the waiting boats at once de^- 
termined him to avoid the irritating inaction of 
being driven in a cab, by calling a wherry and 
taking an oar. 

His errand was to go to Barnes book-shop, where 
he had yesterday arrived too late fenr Mordeoai’s 
mid-day watoh, and had been told that he 'invari- 
ably came there again between five and six* Borne 
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further acquaintance with this remarkable inmate 
of the Cohens was particularly desired by Deronda 
as a preliminary to redeeming his ring ; he wished 
that their conversation should not again end speedily 
with that drop of Mordeoai’s interest which '^s like 
the removal of a drawbridge, and threatened to shut 
out any easy communication in future. As he got 
wanhed with the use of the oar, fixing his mind on 
the errand before him and the ends he wanted to 
achieve on Mirah's account, he expenenced, as was 
wont with him, a quick change of mental light, 
shifting his point of view to that of the person 
whom he had been thinking of liitherto chiefly as 
serviceable to his own purposes, and was inclined 
to 'taunt himself with being not much better than 
an enlisting sergeant, who never troubles himself 
with the drama that brings him the needful recruits. 

“I suppose if 1 got from this man the informa- 
tion I am most anxious about,” thought Deronda, 
“ I should be contented enough if he felt no disposi- 
tion to tell me more of liiiriself, or why he seemed 
to have some expectation from me which was dis- 
appointed. The sort of curiosity he stirs would 
die out ; and yet it might be that he had neared 
and parted as one can imagine two ships doing, 
each freighted with an exile who would have recog- 
nised the other if the two could have looked out 
face to face. Not that there is any likelihood of 
a peculiar tie between me and this poor fellow, 
whose voyage, I &ncy, must soon be over. But 
I wonder whether there is much of that momentous 
mutual missing between people who interchange 
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blank looks, or even long for one another’s absence 
in a crowded place. However, one makes one’s self 
chances of missing by going on the recniiting- 
sergeant’s plan.” 

When the wherry was approaching Blaokfnars 
Bridge, where Deronda meant to land, it was half- 
past four, and the grey day was dying gloriously, 
its western clouds all broken into narrowing purple 
strata before a wide-sproaduig saffron clearness, which 
in the sky had a monumental calm, but on the riv^r, 
with its changing ol)j('cts, was reflected as a luminous 
movement, the alternate flash of ripples or currents, 
the sudden glow of the brown sail, the passage of 
laden barges from blackness into colour, making an 
active response to that brooding glory. 

Feeling well heated by this time, Deronda gave 
up the oar and drew over him again his Inverness 
cape. As he lifted up his head while fastening the 
topmost button, his eyes caiight a well-remembered 
face looking towards him over the parapet of the 
bridge — brought out by tlio western light into start- 
ling distinctness and bnlhancy — an illuminated type 
of bodily emaciation and spiritual eagerness. It 
was the face of Mordecai, who also, in his watch 
towards the west, had caught sight of the advanc- 
ing boat, and had kept it fast within his gaze, at 
first simply because it was advancing, then with a 
recovery of impressions that made him quiver as 
with a presentiment, till at last the nearing figure 
lifted up its face towards him — the face of his visions 
— and then immediately, with white uplifted hand, 
beckoned again and agaiiv 
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For Deronda, anxious tliat Mordeoai should reoog^ 
nise and await him, had lost no time before signal- 
ling, and the answer oame straightway. Mordeoai 
lifted his cap and waved it — feeling in that moment 
that his inward prophecy was fulfilled. Obstacles, 
inoongruitios, all melted into the sense of completion 
with which his soul was flooded by tliis outward 
satisfaction of his longing. His exultation was not 
widely different from that of the experimenter, bend- 
ing over the first stirrings of change that correspond 
to what in the fervour of concentrated prevision his 
thouglit has foreshadowed. The prefigured friend 
had come from the golden background, and had 
signalled to him: this actually was: the rest was 
to be. 

In three minutes Deronda had landed, had paid 
his boatman, and was joining Mordecai, whose in- 
stinct it was to stand perfectly still and wait for 
him. 

“I was very ^lad 1o see yon standing hero, said 
Deronda, “ for I was intending to go on to the book- 
shop and look for you Jigaiii. I w.is there yesterday 
— perhaps they inentionod it to you V ” 

“ Yes,^' said Mordecai ; “ that was the reason I 
came to the bridge.” 

This answer, made with simple gravity, was start- 
lingly mysterious to Deronda. Were tlie peculiar- 
ities of this man really assooiated with any sort of 
mental alienation, according to Cohen^s hint ? 

“ You knew nothing of my being at Chelsea ? ” he 
said, after a moment 

• “ No ? but I expected you to come down the 
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riTer. I hsivd been waiting for yon these five yettm.*’ 
Mordeoars deep-sunk eyes were fixed on those 
^ friend who had at last arrived with a look of aflbo- 
tionate dependence, at once pathetic and solemn. 
Deronda’s sensitiveness was not the less responsive 
because he could not but believe that this strangely- 
disclosed relation was founded on an illusion. 

It will be a satisfaction to me if I can bo of any 
real use to you,” ho answered, very earnestly. Shall 
we get into a cab and drive to — wherever you wish*" 
to go? You have probably had walking enough 
with your short breath.” 

“Let us go to the book-shop. It will soon be 
time for me to be there. But now look up the 
river,” said Mordecai, turning again towards it 
and speaking in undertones of what may be called 
an excited calm — so absorbed by a sense of fulfil- 
ment that he was conscious of no barrier to a com- 
plete understanding between him and Deronda. 

“ See the sky, liow it is slowly fading. I have 
always loved tins bridge : 1 stood on it when I 
was a little boy. It is a meeting - place for the 
spiritual messengers. It is true — what the Mas- 
ters said — that each order of things has its angel : 
that means the full message of each from what is 
afar. Here I have listened to the messages of 
edrth and sky ; when I was stronger I used to 
stay and watch for the stars in the deep heavens. 
But this time just about sunset was always what 
I loved best. It has sunk into me and dwelt with 
me — fading, slowly fading : it was my own ^l^cline : 
it paused — it waited, till at last it brought me my 
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new life — my new self— who will live when tins 
breath is all breathed out.'' 

Deronda did not speak. He felt himself strangel}; 
wrought upon. The first-prompted suspicion that 
Mordecai might be liable to hallucinations of 
thought — might have become a monomaniac on 
some subject which had given too severe a strain 
to his diseased organism — gave way to a more sub- 
missive expectancy. His nature was too large, too 
ready to conceive regions beyond his own expe- 
rience, to rest at once in the easy explanation, 
“ madness,” whenever a consciousness showed some 
fulness and conviction where his own was blank. It 
accorded with his habitual disposition that he should 
meet rather than resist any claim on him in the 
sliape of another’s need ; and this claim brought 
with it a sense of solemnity which seemed a radia- 
tion from Mordecai, as utterly nullifying his outward 
poverty and lifling liini into authority as if he had 
been that preternatural guide seen in the universal 
legend, who suddenly drops his luoan disguise and 
s&nds a manifest Power. That impression was the 
more sanctioned by a sort of resolved quietude 
which the persuasion of fulfilmeni had produced 
in Mordecai’s manner. After they had stood a 
moment in silence he said, ‘‘ Let us go now ; ” and 
when they were walking he added, “We will get 
down at the end of the street and walk to the shop. 
Tou can look at the books, and Mr Ram will be 
going away directly and leave us alone.” 

It spemed that this enthusiast was just as cau- 
tious, just as much alive to judgments in other 
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minds as if he had been that antipole of all enthu- 
siasm called ^^a man of the world.” 

.While they were rattling along in the cab, Mirah 
was still present with Deronda in the midst of this 
strange experience, but he foresaw that the course 
of conversation would be determined by Mordecai, 
not by himself ; he was no longer confident what 
questions he should be able to ask; and with a 
reaction on his own mood, he inwardly sSid,^^t^I 
suppose I am in a state of complete superstition, 
just as if I were awaiting the destiny that could 
interpret the oracle. But some strong relation 
there must be between me and this man, since 
he feels it strongly. Great heaven I what rela- 
tion has proved itself more potent in the world 
than faith even when mistaken — than expectation 
even when perpetually disappointed? Is my side 
of the relation to be disapjiointing or fulfilling ? 
• — well, if it IS ever possible for me to fulfil, I 
will not disappoint.'* 

In ten minutes the two men, with as intense a 
consciousness as if 1ht*y had been two undeclared 
lovers, felt tlieniselves alone in the small gas -lit 
book-shop and turned face to face, each baring his 
head from an instinctive feeling that they wished 
to see each other fully. Mordecai came forward to 
lean his back against the little counter, while De- 
ronda stood against the opposite wall hardly more 
than four feet off. I wish I could perpetuate those 
two faces, as Titian's “Tribute Money” has per- 
petuated two types presenting another sort of con 
trast. Imagine — we all of us can — the pathetic 
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stamp of oonstimption with its brilliauoy of glaaoe 
to which the sharply-defined structure of features 
reminding one of a forsaken temple, give already 
a far-off look as of one getting unwillingly out of 
reach ; and imagine it on a Jewish face naturally 
adbentuated for the expression of an eager mind — 
the face of a man little above thirty, but with that 
age upon it which belongs to time lengthened by 
suffering, tlie hair and beard still black throwing 
out the yellow pallor of the skin, the difficult 
breathing giving more decided marking to the 
mobile nostril, the wasted yellow hands oonspic*- 
uous on the folded arms : then give to the yearn- 
ing consumptive glance something of the slowly 
dying mother’s look when her one loved son visits 
her bedside, and llio fli^iifliring power of gladness 
leaps out as she says, ** My boy 1 -for the sense 
of spiritual peq»etuation in another resembles that 
maternal transference of self. 

Seeing such a portrait you would see Mordecai. 
And opposite to him was a face not more distinctively 
oriental than many a t} po seen among what we call 
the Latin races : rich in youthful health, and with a 
forcible masculine gravity in its repose, that gave 
the value of judgment to the reverence with which 
he met the gaze of this mysterious son of poverty 
who claimed him as a long-expected friend. The 
more exquisite quality of Deronda’s nature — that 
keenly perceptive sympathetic emotiveness which 
ran along with his speculative tendency — was never 
more tly3roughly tested. He felt nothing that could 
be called belief in the validity of Mordecai’g impres- 
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ttionct oonoerning him or in the probabilitjr of BAy 
greatly* eifeotive isstie : what he felt was a profettnd 
sensibility to a cry from the depths of another soul ; 
and accompanying that, the Bummons to be reoep* 
tive instead of siiporciliously prejudging, Reoep- 
tivenesB is a rare and maBRive })ower, like fortitude ; 
and this state of mind now gave Deronda’s face 
its utmost expression of calm benignant force — an 
expression wliicli iionriRhod Mordecafs oonddenoe 
and made an open way before him. Ho began to 
speak. ' 

You cannot know what lias guided me to you 
and brought us together at thts moment. You are 
wondering.” 

“I am not impatient,” said D<*ronda. 1 am ready 
to listen to whatever you may wish to diBolose.” 

** You BOO some of the reanouh why 1 needed you,” 
said Mordecai, speaking quietly, as if lie wished to 
reserve his strength. “You see tliat I ate dying. 
You see that I am ub one phiit u}> behind bars by 
the wayside, who if ho Bjxtki* to any would be liwt 
only by head-shaking and pit>. The day is closfrig 
■^the light IS fading — hoon we Bhould not liavo been 
able to diHCorn each other. But you have' come in 
time.” 

I rejoice that I am come ni time,” said Deronda, 
feelingly. He would not say, I hope you are not 
mistaken in me,”— the very word “mistaken,” lie 
thought, would be a cruelty at that moment. 

“ But the hidden reasons why I need you began 
afar off,” said Mordecai ; “ hegftn in my earfar years 
when I was studying in another land. Then ideai) 
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beloYed ideas, came to me, because I was a Jew. 
They were a trust to fulfil, because 1 was a Jew. 
They were an inspiration, because 1 was a Jew, and 
felt the heart of my race beating within me. They 
were my bfe ; I was not fhlly bom till then. 1 
counted this heart, and this breath, and this right 
hand — Mordecai had pathetically pressed his hand 
against his breast, and then stretched its wasted 
fingers out before him — “I counted my sleep and 
my waking, and the work 1 fed my body with, and 
the sights that fed my eyes — I counted them but as 
fuel to the divine flame. But I had done as one 
who wanders and engraves his thought in rooky 
solitudes, and before I could change my course 
came care and labour and disease, and blocked the 
way before me, and bound me with the iron that 
eats itself into the souL Then 1 said, ^ How shall 
I save the life within me &om being stifled with 
this stifled breath?'” 

Mordecai paused to rest that poor breath which 
had been taxed by the rising excitement of his 
speech. And also he wished to check that excite- 
ment. Deronda dared not speak; the very silence 
in the narrow space seemed alive with mingled awe 
and compassion before this struggling fervour. And 
presently Mordecai went on — 

“But you may misunderstand me. I speak not 
as an ignorant dreamer — as one bred up in the in- 
land valleys, thinking ancient thoughts anew, and 
not knowing them ancient, never having stood by 
the gr^t waters wh6re the world’s knowledge passes 
tf» and fro. English is my mother-tongue, England 
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IB the xiAtive land of this body^ which u but M & 
breaking pot of earth around the fruit-bearing tree, 
whose seed might make the desert rejoice. But my 
true life was nourished in Holland, at the feet of my 
mother’s brother, a Kabbi skilled in special learning; 
and when he died I went to Hamburg to study, and 
afterwards to Gottingen, that I might take a larger 
outlook on my people, and on th(3 Gentile world, and 
drink knowledge at all sources. I was a youth ; I 
felt free ; I saw our chief seats in Oennany ; I was 
not then in utter poverty. And I had \K>RseS8ed 
myself of a handicraft. For T said, I car(‘ not if my 
lot be as that of Joshua ben (^hananja : after the 
last destruction Ive earned his bread by making 
needles, but in his youth he had been a singer on 
the steps of the Temple, and had a memory of what 
was, before the glory departed. I said, let my body 
dwell in poverty, and my hands bo as the hands of 
the toiler ; but let my soul be as a temple of remem- 
brance where the treasures of knowledge enter and 
the inner sanctuary is hope. T knew what I chose. 
They said, ‘He feeds liimself on visions,' and I 
denied not ; for visions are tlie creators and feeders 
of the world. I see, I measure the world as it is, 
which the vision will create anew. You are not 
listening to one who raves aloof from the lives of 
his fellows.” 

Mordecai paused, and Deronda, feeling that the 
pause was expectant, said, “ Do me the justice to 
believe that .1 was not inclined to call your words 
raving. I listen that I may know, without prejudg- 
ment. I have had experience which gives mo a 
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ke«ii intdrest in the story of a spiritoal destiny enk 
braced willingly, and embraced in youth/* 

spiritual destiny embraced willingly — in 
youth?” Mordeoai repeated in a corrective tone. 
“It was the soul fully bom within me, nnd it 
came in my boyhood. It brought its own world — 
a mediaeval world, whore there were men who made 
the ancient language live again in new psalms of 
exile. They had absorbed the philosophy of the 
Gientile into the faith of the Jew, and they still 
yearned toward a centre for our race. One of their 
souls was born again within me, and awaked amid 
the memories of their world. It travelled into 
Spain and Provence ; it debated with Aben-Ezra ; 
it took ship with Jehuda ha-Levi; it heard the 
roar of the Crusaders and the shrieks of tortured 
IsraeL And when its dumb tongue was loosed, 
it spoke the speech they had made alive with the 
new blood of their ardour, their sorrow, and their 
martyred trust : it sang with the cadence of their 
strain.” 

Mordecai paused again, and then said in a loud, 
hoarse whisper — 

“ While it is imprisoned in mo, it will never learn 
another.” 

“Have you written entirely in Hebrew, then?” 
said Deronda, remembering with some anxiety the 
former question as to his own knowledge of that 
tongue. 

“Yes — yes,” said Mordecai, in a l^e of deep 
sadness*^ “in my youth I wandered toward that 
solitude, not feeling that it was a imlitude. t had 
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tbo lanka of 4Jie great dead around me ; the xoartyrs 
gathered and listened. But soon I found that the 
living were deaf to me. At first I saw my life 
spread as a long future : I said, part of my Jewielj 
heritage is an unbreaking patience ; part is (drill to 
seek divers methods and find a rooting-plaoe where 
the planters despair. But there oame new mes- 
sengers .from the Eteinal. I liad to bow under the 
yoke tliat presSes on the great multitude bom of 
woman : family troubles called me — I had to work, 
to care, not for myself alone. 1 was lefi<*' solitary 
again ; but already tlie angel of death had turned 
to me and beckoned, and 1 felt his skirts eoutiuually 
on my path. I loo8<‘d not my effort. I besought 
hearing and help. I spoke ; 1 went to men of our 
people — to the rich in influence or knowledge, to 
the rich in other wealth. Bui 1 found none to listen 
with understanding. I was lebuked for error; I 
was offered a small sum in charity. No wonder. 
I looked poor ; I carried a bundle of Hebrew manu- 
soript with me ; I said, our chief teachers are mis- 
leading the hope of our niee. Scholar and merchant 
were both too bub's to listen. Scorn stood as in- 
terpreter between me and them. One said, ‘ The 
Book of Mormon would nevei have answered in 
Hebrew ; and if you moan to address oui learned 
men, it is not likclv you can teach them anything.’ 
He touched a truth there.” 

The last words had a perceptible irony in their 
hoarsened tone. 

“ But though you had accustomed yourself to 
write in Hebrew, few, surely, con use English 
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better/’ said DeToada, wanting to bint oonsolation 
in a new effort for which he could smooth the way. 

Mordecai shook his head slowly, and answered — 

“ Too late — too late. I can write no more. My 
writing would be like this gasping breatli. But the 
breath may wake the fount of pity — the writing not. 
If I could write now and used English, I should be 
as one who beats a board to summon those who have 
been used to no signal but a belL My soul has an 
ear to hear the faults of its own speech. New 
writing of mine would be like this body” — Mordecai 
spread hie arms — “ within it there might be the 
Buach-ha-kodesh — the breath of divine thought — but 
men would smile at it and say, ‘ A poor Jew I ’ — and 
the chief smilers would be of my own people.” 

Mordecai let his hands fall, and his head sink in 
melancholy: for the moment he had lost hold of his 
hope. Despondency, conjured up by his own words, 
had floated in and hovered above him with eclipsing 
wings. He had sunk into momentary darkness. 

I feel with you — 1 feol strongly with you,” said 
Deronda, in a clear deep voice which was itself a 
cordial, apart fioiu the words of sympathy. “ But 
— forgive me if I speak hastily— for what you have 
actually written tliero need be no utter burial. The 
means of publication are within reach. If you will 
rely on me, I can assure you of all that is necessaiy 
to that end.” 

“That is not enough,” said Mordecai, quickly, 
looking np again with the flash Qf recovered 
memory^ and confldenoe. “That is not all my 
trust in you. You must be not only a hand to me, 
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but a soul — believing my b^ief — boing mOTod by 
my reasoufl— hoping my hope — seeing the vision I 
point to— beholding a glory where I behold it I ” — 
Mordeoai had taken a step nearer as he spoke, and 
now laid his hand on Dt ronda*s arm with a tlgl t 
grasp , his face little more than a foot off had some- 
thmg like a pale flame in it — an intensity of reliance 
that acted as a peremptory claim, while he went on 
— “ You will be my life it will be planted afresh , 
it will grow. You shall t ike the inht ntanoe j It 
has been gathenng for ages The geneiations are 
crowding on my narrow life as a bridge what has 
been and what is to be aie mot ting there , and the 
bridge is breaking But I ba\e found voii You 
have come in time. You will take the inhentanoe 
which the base son refiiRes beenise of the tombs 
which the plough and barrow mav not pass over or 
the gold -seeker disturb you will take the sacred 
inhentanoe of the Jew " 

Deronda had become as pallid as Mordecai 
Quick as an alarm of flood oi hrc, theie spread 
within him not only i compassionate dread of dis 
oomagmg this ft How man who urged a primer as of 
one in the las*^ agon> but also the opposing diead 
of fatally feeding an illusion and being humed on 
CO a self-committal which might turn into a falsity. 
The peculiar appt al to his tondemesB overcame the 
repulsion that most of us ezpenence under a grasp 
and speech which assume to dominate The diffi- 
culty to him was to mfliot the accents of hesitation 
and doubt on this ardent suffering creatuse, who 
was crowding too much of his bnef being into 
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ffitotnoiit of perhaps extravagant trast. With ex* 
qnisite inetanot, Deronda, before he opened hie lips, 
placed his palm gently on Mordeoai’s straining 
hand — an act just then equal to many speeches. 
And after that he said, without haste, as if conscious 
that he might be wrong — 

“Do you forget what I told you when we first 
saw each other ? Do you remember that I said I 
Was not of your race?" 

“ It can't be true,” Mordecai whispered imme- 
diately, with no sign of shock. The sympathetic 
hand still upon him had fortified the feeling which 
was stronger than those words of denial. There 
was a perceptible pause, Deronda feeling it impos- 
sible to answer, conscious indeed that the assertion, 
“ It carVt be true " — liad the pressure of argument 
for him. Mordecai, too entirely possessed by the 
supreme importance of the relation between him- 
self and Deronda to have any other care in his 
speech, followed u}) that assertion by a second, 
which came to his lijis as a mere sequence of his 
long -cherished conviction — 

“ You arc not sure of your own origin." 

“How do you know that?” said Daniel, with 
an habitual shrinking which made linn remove his 
hand from Mordecai’s, who also relaxed his hold, 
and fell back into his former leaning position. 

“ I know it — I know it ; what is my life else ? ” 
said Mordecai, with a low cry of impatieno©i ^ Teil 
me everything : tell me why you deny.” 

He ^onld have no conception what that demand 
was to the hearer — ^how probingly * it tumebed the 
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bidden Beneihility, the vividly oonsdoiis retioeaoe 'of 
yeet'B j how the uncertainty he was insistinj^ on 
as part of his own hope had always for Daniel 
been a threatening possibility of painful revelation 
about his mother. But the moment had influences 
which were not only new but solemn to Deronda ; 
any evasion here might turn out to be a hateful 
refusal of some task that belonged to him, some 
act of due fellowshij) ; in any ease it would be a 
cruel rebuff to a being who was appealing to him 
as a forlorn hope under the shadow of a'^'coming 
doom. After a few moments, ho said, willi a great 
effort over himself — determined to tell all the truth 
briefly — 

** I have never known my motlier. I have no 
knowledge about her. 1 bn\o nevei called any 
man fathei. But 1 am convinced thal my father 
is an Englisliman.” 

Deronda’s deep tones had a tremor in them as 
he uttered this confession ; and all the while there 
was an under-cmrent of ainazcment ni him at thi 
strange circumstances undei which lie uttered it. 
It seemed as if Mordecn wire haidU oierratiiig 
his own powci to determine tiu* .ution of the friend 
whom he had mystenousl^ chosen. 

“ It will be been — it will bo declared,” said Mor- 
docai, triumphantly. “ The world grows, and its 
frame is knit together by the growing soul; dim, 
dim at first, then clearer and more clear, the oon- 
sciousnesB discerns remote stirrings. As thoughts 
move within us darkly, and shake us before they 
aie folly disoemed — so events — so beings: they 
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are knit with ua in the growth of the world Ten 
have risen within me like a thought not ^7 
spelled: my soul is shaken before the words are 
all there. The rest will come — it will come.” 

**We must not lose sight of the fact that the 
outward event has not always been a fulfilment 
of the firmest fiiitli/’ said Deronda, in a tone that 
was made hesitating by the painfully condioting 
desires, not to give any severe blow to Mordecai, 
and not to give his confidence a sanction which 
might have the severest of blows in reserve. 

Mordecai's face, which bad been illuminated to 
the utmost in that last declaration of his confid- 
ence, changed under Doroiida’s words, but not into 
any show of collapsed trust : the force did not dis- 
appear from the expression, but passed from the 
triumphant into the firmly resistant. 

** You would remind me that I may be under an 
illusion— that the Instory of our people’s trust has 
been full of illusion. I face it all.” Here Moidecai 
paused a moment. Then bending his head a little 
forward, he said, in his hoarse whisper, “ So it might 
be with mg trust, if you would make it an llluiion. 
But you will notf 

The very sharpness with which these words pene- 
trated Deronda, made him feel the more that here 
was a crisis in which he must be firm. 

“ What my birth was does not lie in my will,” 
he answered. “ My sense of claims on me cannot 
be independent of my knowledge there. And I 
oanno( promise you that I will try to hasten a dis- 
nAovae, Feelings which have stui^k soot through 
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bAlf my life mfty atill hinder me from doing ^h^t 
I hare never yet been able to do. Everythlrig 
must be waited for. I must know more of the 
truth about my own life, and I must know mote 
of what it would become if it were made a part of 
yours.” 

Mordecai had folded his arms again while Der- 
onda was speaking, and now answered with equal 
firmness, though with difficult breathing — 

“ You shall know. What are we met fer, btit 
that you should know? Your doubts lie as light 
as dust on my belief. I know the philosophies of 
tills time and of other times : if I chose 1 could 
answer a summons before their tribunals. I could 
silence the beliefs which are the mother-tongue of 
my soul and speak with the rolc-leamed language 
of a system, that gives you the spelling of all 
things, sure of its alphabet covering them all. I 
could silence thorn : may not a man silence his 
awe or his love and take to finding reasons, which 
othors demand? But if his lo\e lies deeper than 
any reasons to be found? Man finds Ins pathways: 
at first they weie foot tiaeks, as tliosc of the beast 
in the wildoniess ; now they are suruft and invisible : 
his thought dives through the ocean, and hii wishes 
thread the air : has he found all the pathways yet ? 
What reaches him, stays with him, niles him: he 
must accept it, not knowing its pathway. Say, my 
expectation of you has grown but as false hopes 
grow. That doubt is in your mind? Well, my 
expectation was there, and you are come. « Men 
bav6 died of thirst. But I was thirsty, and tha 
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water is orfey lips. What are doubts to me ? In 
the hour when you oome to me and say, * I rejeot 
y<yiir soul : I know that I am not a Jew : we have 
no lot in common ’ — I shall not doubt I shall be 
certain — certain that I have been deluded. That 
hour will never come ! ” 

Deronda felt a new chord sounding in this speech : 
it was rather imperious than appealing — had more 
of conscious power than of the yearning need which 
had acted as a beseeching grasp on him before. And 
usually, though he was the reverse of pugnacious, 
such a change of attitude towards him would have 
weakened his inclination to admit a claim. But 
here there was something that balanced his resist- 
ance and kept it aloof. This strong man whose 
gaze was sustainedly calm and his finger-nails pink 
with health, vvlio was exercised in all questioninj, 
and accused of excessive mental independence, still 
felt a subduing influence over him'iii the tenacious 
certitude of the fragile creature before him, whose 
pallid yellow nostril was tense with effort as his 
breath laboured under the burthen of eager speech. 
The influence seenied to stieiigtheii the bond of 
sympathetic obligation. In Deronda at this moment 
the desire to escape what might turn into a trying 
embarrassnient was no more likely to determine 
action than the solicitations of indolence are likely 
to determine it in one witli whom industry is a daily 
law. He answered simply — 

“ It is my wish to meet and satisfy your wishes 
wherever that is possible to me. It is certain to mo 
at least that I desire not to undervalue your toil and 



BOOK V.— MORDBCAI. 


m 

your Buffering. Let me know your thoughts. But 
where can we meet?'* 

1 have thought of that/’ said Mordeoai* li u 
not hard for you to come into this neighboudbiood 
later in the evening?* You did so once," 

Clin manage it very well occasionally/’ said 
Deronda. “ You live under the same roof with the 
Cohens, I think ? ” 

Before Mordeoai oonld answer, Mr Ram re-entevi^ 
to take his place behind the counter. He Was an 
elderly son of Abraham, whoso childliood had fallen^ 
on the evil times at the beginning of this century^ 
and who remained amid this smart and instructed 
generation as a preserved specimen, soaked through 
and through with the effect of the poverty and con- 
tempt which were the common heritage of most Eng^ 
liBh Jews seventy years ago. He had none of the 
oily cheerfulness observable m Mr Cohen’s j'spect : 
his very features — broad and chubby — sliowed that 
tendency to look mongrel witliout due cause which, in 
a misoellaneoub London uoighboiiriiood, may perhaps 
be compared with the marvels of imitation in insects, 
and may Imvo been nature’s imperfect effort on be- 
half of the purer Caucasian to shield him from the 
shame and spitting to which purei features would 
have been exjiosed in tlie tiinos of zeal. Mr Ram 
dealt ably in books in the same way that he would 
have dealt in tins of meat and other commodities — 
without knowledge or responsibility as to the pro- 
portion of rottenness or nourishment they might 
contain. But he believed in Mordeoai’s le^miing 
as something marvellous, and was not sorry that 
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his converflbn shofuld be sought by • booteh 
gentleman, ^Kose visits had twice ended in a pur- 
chase. He greeted Deronda with a crabbed good- 
will, and, putting on large silver spectacles, appeared 
at once to abstract himself in the daily accounts. 

But Deronda and Mordecai were soon in the 
street together, and, without any explicit agreement 
as to their direction, were walking towards Ezra 
Cohen’s. 

We can’t meet there : my room is too pancow,” 
jSaid Mordecai, taking up the thread/ df talk where 
they had dropped it. But there is a tavern not 
faf«from here where I sometimes go to W club. It 
is ihe Hand and Banner^ in the stVek at the next 
turning, five doors down. We can have the parlour 
there any evening.” • . ' , . 

** We can try that for once,” said Deronda. ** Bulb 
you will perhaps lot me provide you with some 
lodging, which would give you more freedom and 
comfort than wliore you are.” ^ 

“No; 1 need nothing. My outer life is as nought. 
I will take nothing loss juecious from you than your 
soul’s brotlierliood. I will think of nothiUg else 
yet. But I am glad you are rich. You did not 
need money on that diamond ring. You had some 
other motive for bringing it.” i • 

Deronda was a little startled ^y-this clear-sighted- 
ness ; but before he could reply, Mordecai added — 
“ It is all one. Had you been in need of the money, 
the great end would have been that wet should meet 
again. But you are rich?” he ended, in a tone of 
interrogation. 
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Nnt rich) except in the sense that everj one i« 
rich lYho has more than he needs fbr himself*' 

“I desired that your life sliould be free,” said 
Mordecai, dreamily — ‘^mine has been a bondage*” 

It was clear that he 1) d no interest in the &ct 
of Doronda’s appearance at the Cohens' beyond its 
relation to his oiyn ideal purpose Despafiing of 
leading easily up to the qncbtum ho wislicd to ask, 
Deronda detoimined to put it abruptly, an^l said^ — 
“Can you tell me why Mis Cohen, the mother, 
must not be spoken to alxuit her daughter?” 

There was no immediate answer, and he thought 
that he should have to leptal the question The 
fact was that Mordecai had h< aril tlio words, but had 
to drag his mind to a new sulyict away fiom his 
passionate pri occupation \ft(r i few moments, he 
itphed with a careful tffort such os he would have 
used if he had been asked the road to Holliom — 

“I know the reason Hut 1 uill not speak tvun 
of trivial fnii ly aflairs wliidi 1 hivi hiard m tlio 
piivacy of the f iniily I dwi 11 lu tin ir ttnt as in 
a sanctuary Tlioir histoiy, so fir in tliev injure 
none other, is the ir own possi ssion 

Deronda felt tho blood nii uiiting to Ins thcLks as 
a sort of rebuke ho was little used to, and he also 
found himself painfully hiffltd wlieie ho had reck- 
oned with some confidence on getting decisive know 
ledge. He becniic the inoic conscious of emotional 
strain from the excitements ol the day, and although 
he had the money in his pocket to redeem his nng, 
he recoiled from the further task of a visit to the 
Cohens', which must be made not only under the 

VOL IL “ 
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j^ltmer unoertainty, but under a new disappointment 
as to the possibility of its removal. 

. 1 will part from you now/’ he said, just befote 

iiliey could reach Cohen’s door ; and Mordecai pauaedi 
looking up at him with an anxious fatigued free 
under tlie gaslight. 

» “ When will you come back ? ” he said, with slow 
emphasis. 

“ May I leave that unfixed ? May I ask for you 
at the Cohens’ any evening after your hour at the 
book-shop? There is no objection, 1 suppose, to 
their knowing that you and I meet in private?” 

“None,” said Mordecai. “But the days I wait 
now are longer than the years of my strengtli. Life 
shrinks : what was but a tithe is now the halfT My 
hope abides in you.” 

“ I will be faithful,” said Beronda — he could ndl 
have left those words unuttered. “ I will come the 
first evening I can after seven : on Saturday or Mon- 
day, if possible. Trust me.” 

He put out his ungloved hand. Mordecai, clasp- 
ing it eagerly, seemed to feel a new instreaming of 
confidence, and he said with some recovered ener^ 

< — “ This is come to pass, and the rest will come.” 

That was their good-bye. 
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CHAPTER XLL 

**ThiH, too, u probable acconliug to thut saylagof ignthon: Is « 

part of prubabilily that man> iinprobablo thiiiKH will happen.'”- Abis- 
TOTLB. Poetics 

Imagine tho conflit't in a mind like Deronda’s^ giren 
not only to feel strongly but to question actively, 
on the evening aft€»r that interview with Mordecai. 
To a young man of much duller susceptibilities the 
adveiituie miglit lui\o seemed enough out of the 
common way to divide his thoughts ; hut it had 
stirred Deroiida so deeply, that with the usual re- 
action of his intellect ho lK‘gan to examine the 
grounds of his emotion, and consider how far he 
must lesist its guidance. The consciousness that 
he was half dominated by Moidecai’s energetic cer- 
titude, and still more by his feivent tiust, roused 
his alaim. It was liis cliaract eristic bias to shrink 
from the moral stupidity of valuing lightly what had 
come close to him, and of missing blindly in his 
own life of to-day the crises which ho recognised 
as momentous and sacred in the historic life of men. 
If he had read of this inoident as having happened 
centuries ago in Rome, Greece, Asia Minog Pales- 
tine, Cairo, to somo man young as dis* 
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with his neutral life, and wanting some 
Spmer fellowship, some more special duty to give 
^im ardour for the possible consequences of his 
^Work, it would have appeared to him quite natural 
^that the incident should have created a deep iln- 
pression on that far-oif man, whose clothing and 
action would have been seen in his ima^nation as 
part of an age chiefly known to us through its more 
serious effects. Why should he be ashamed of his 
own agitated feeling merely because he dressed for 
dinner, wore a white tie, and lived among people 
who might laugh at his owning any conscience in 
the matter as the solemn folly of taking himself too 
seriously? — that bugbear of circles in whMi the 
lack of grave emotion passes for wit Froiia sudi 
cowardice before modish ignorance and obtuseneSi, 
Deronda shrank. But ho also shrank from having 
his course determined by mere contagion, without 
consent of reason ; or from allowing a reverentml 
pity for spiritual stnigglo to hurry him along a 
dimly-seen path. 

What, after all, had really happened ? He Imew 
quite accurately tlio answer Sir Hugo would have 
g^ven : “A consumptive Jew, possessed by a fanati- 
cism which obstacles and hastening death intensi- 
fied, had fixed on Deronda as the antitype of some 
visionary image, the offspring of wedded hope and 
despair : despair of his own life, irrepresBible hope 
in the propagation of his fanatical The 

instance was perhaps odd, exceptional in its fonn, 
but Bukstantially it was not rare. Fanaticism was 
not so$4liunon as bsnkruptcv. but taken in all its 
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aG^)eot0 it was abundant enough. While Mordeoai 
was waiting on the bridge for the fulfilment of his 
vieionSf another man was convinced that he bid 
the mathematical key of the universe which would 
supersede Newton, and regarded all known phym- 
cists as conspiring to stifle his discovery and keep 
the universe locked ; another, that he had the metao 
physical key, with just that hair’s breadth of difihr* 
ence from the old wards which would make it fill 
exactly. Scattered here and there in every direc- 
tion you might find a terrible person, witli more or 
leas power of speech, and with an eye either glitter- 
ing or preternaturally dull, on the look-out for the 
man who must hear him ; and in most cases he bad 
volumes which it was difficult to get printed, or if 
printed to get read. This Morderai happened to 
liave a more patliotio aspeci, a more passionate, 
penetrative speech than was uhiinl with such mono- 
maniacs he was mote ]K)etieal than a social re- 
formei with coloured views of the new moral world 
in parallelograms, or than an enthusiast in sewage ; 
still he came under the same class. It would be 
only right and kind to indulge him a little, to com- 
fort him with such help as was practicable; but 
what likelihood was there that his notions had the 
sort of value ho ascribed to them ? In such cases 
a man of the world knows what to think beforehand. 
And as to Mordecai’s conviction that he had found 
a new executive self, it might be preparing for him 
the worst of disappointments — that which presents 
itself as final” 

Deronda^s ear caught all these nesrativiC'wiuspei^ 
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ings; nay, he repeated them distinctly to himislt 
It was not the first but it was the most pressing 
ftfcoasion on which he had had to face this question 
the family likeness among the heirs of enthu'* 
* jj^asm, whether prophets or dreamers of dreams, 
whether the 

“Great benefactors of mankind, didiverors,” 

or the devotees of phantasmal discovery — from the 
first believer in his own unmanifested inspiration, 
dawn to the last inventor of an ideal machine that 
will achieve perpetual motion. The kinship of 
human passion, the sameness of mortal scenery, 
inevitably fill fact with builesque and parody. 
Error and folly have had thoir hecatombs of mar- 
tyrs. Eeduoe the grandest type of man hitherto 
known to an abstract statement of his qualities and 
efibrts, and he appears in dangerous company: say 
that, like Copomicus and Galileo, he was immovably 
convinced in tlio face of hissing incredulity; but so 
is the contriver of perpetual motion. We cannot 
fairly try the spirits by this soit of test. If we 
want to avoid giving the dosi* of hemlock or the 
sentence of banishment in the wrong case, nothing 
will do but a capacity to understand the subject- 
matter on which the immovable man is convinced, 
and feUowship with human travail, both near and 
afar, to hinder us from scanning any deep experi- 
ence lightly. Shall we say, Let the ages try the 
spirits, and see what they are worth ? Why, we 
are the«beginning of the ages, which can only be 
just by Tirtue of just judgments in separate human 
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Inreasts^aeparafte yet c^mbmed. £bre& Bteaku*##! 
gines oould not have got made without that oon^ 
tion, but must have stayed in the mind of JamOi 
Watt. 

This track of thinking was familiar enough to 
Deronda to have saved him from any contemptuous 
prejudgment of "Mordecai, even if their communica* 
tion had been free from that peculiar claim on hiu^ 
self strangely ushered in by some long-g^owiug 
prepaiation in the Jew’s agitated mind. This claim^ 
indeed, considered in what is called a rational way, 
might seem justifiably dismissed as illusory and 
even preposterous ; but it was precisely what turned 
Mordeoai’s hold on him from an appeal to his ready 
sympathy into a clutch on his struggling conscience. 
Our consciences are not all of the same pattern, an 
inner deliverance of fixed laws : they are the voice 
of sensibilities as various as our memories (which 
also have their kinship and likenoss). 4nd De- 
londa’s conscienoo included sciiHilnlities be;ycnd the 
common, enlarged by his early liabit of thinking 
himself imaginatively into the*4>Aporienee of others. 

What was the claim this ea^it soul made upon 
him? — “You must believe my beliefs — be moved 
by my reasons — hope my Lopes — see tlie vision 
I point to — behold a glory whore I behold it I ” To 
take such a demand in the light of an obligation in 
any direct sense would have been preposterous — ^to 
have seemed to admit it would have been dich 
honesty; and Deronda, looking on the agitation 
of those moments, felt thankful that in thSi midst 
of his compassion he had preserved himself irooi 
VOL. n. Ms 
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bondage of fidfe (wweMkms. The efam hivig^ 
ou » suppoBitioiK which might be‘^Bay> petblh 
was—^iu disoordanoe with the fall htAi tM 
sopposition that he, Deronda, was of Jewish bloods 
Was there ever a more hypothetic appeal? 

But since the age of thirteen Deronda had as* 
sooiated the deepest experience of his affections 
with what was a pure supposition, namely, that 
Sir Hugo was his father: that was a hypothesis 
which had been the source of passionate straggle 
within him ; by its light he had been accustomed 
to subdue feelings and to cherish them. He had 
been well used to 6nd a motive in a conception 
which might be disproved; and he hod been also 
used to think of some revelation tliat might in- 
fluence his view of the particular duties belonging* 
to him. To be in a state of suspense which was 
also one of emotive activity and scruple, wm a 
&miliar attitude of his conscionco. ^ f 

And now, suppose that wish -begotten belief in 
his Jewish birth, and that extravagant demand of 
discipleship, to foreshadowing of an actual 

discovery and a ppuino spiritual result: suppose 
that Mordecafs ideas made a real conquest over 
Deronda’s conviction ? Nay, it was conceivable 
that as Mordecai needed and believed that he had 
found an active replenishment of liimself, so Deronda 
might receive from Mordocafs mind the complete 
ideal shape of that personal duty and citumnship 
which lay in his own though^ lilre sculptured frag- 
ments sertifying some beauty yearned after but not 
traceable by divination* 
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Ab iktA patmibUity pretented its^ in hi» mn0 
fhmt he was aware that it would be called 
aod began to defend it. If the influence ‘he imagiMI 
himself submitting to had been that of some hoikMiiWi 
professor) some authority in a seat of leaming) some 
philosopher who had been accepted as a Toice of the 
age, would a thorough receptiveness towards diree* 
tion liave been ridiculed ? Only by those who hold 
it a sign of weakness to be obliged for an idea, and 
prefer to hint that they have implicitly held in a 
nuae correct form whatever others have stated wtlli 
a aadly short -coming explicitness. After all, what 
was there but vulgarity in taking the fact that Mor- 
deoai was a poor Jewish workman, and that he was 
to be met perhaps on a sanded floor in the parlour 
of the Hand and Banner, as a reason for determining 
beforehand that there was not some spiritual force 
within him that might have a determining effect on 
a white-handed gentleman ? There is a legend told 
of the Emperor Domitian, that having heard of a 
Jewish family, of the house of David, whence the 
ruler of the woild was to spring, he sent for its 
members in alarm, but quickly released them on 
observing that they had the hands of work-people 
— ^being of just the opposite opinion with tlxat Babbi 
who stood waiting at the gate of Rome in confidence 
that the Messiah would bo found among tlie destitute 
who entered there. Both Emperor and Rabbi were 
wrong in their trust of outward signs : poverty and 
poor olothes are no sign of inspiration, said Deronda 
to his inward objector, but they have gone with it 
in some remarkable oases. And to regaxd disciple 
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ship as out of the question because of them, would 
bs^ mese dafaiess of imagination. 

A more plausible reason for putting disoipleship 
out of the question was the strain of visionary ex- 
citement in Mordecai, which turned his wishes into 
overmastering impressions, and made him read out- 
ward facts as fulfilment. Was such a temper of 
mind likely to accompany tiiat wise estimate of con- 
sequenoes which is the only safeguard from fatal 
error, even to ennobling motive? But it remained 
to be seen whether that rare conjunction existed or 
not in Mordeoai : perhaps his might be one of the 
natures where a wise estimate of consequences is 
Aised in the files of that passionate belief which 
determines the consequences it believes in. The 
mspirations of the world have come in that way 
too: even strictly measuring science could hardly 
have got on without that forecasting ardour which 
(feels the agitations of discovery beforehand, and has 
a faith in its preconception that surmounts many 
failures of experiment. And in relation to human 
motives and actions, passionate belief has a fuller 
efficacy. Here enthusiasm may have the validity 
of proof, and, happening in one soul, give tlife typo 
of what will one day be general. 

At least, Deronda argued, Mordecai's Visionary 
excitability was hardly a reason for concluding be- 
forehand that he was not worth listening to except 
for pity’s sake. Suppose he had introduced him- 
self as one of the strictest reasoners : da they form 
a body of men hitherto free from falsO conclusions 
and illusory speculations? diiW argument 
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has its halluoinations, too hastily concluding 4ihii 
its net will now at last be large enough to hM tlis 
universe. Men may dream in demonstraticniSi und 
out out an iUusoiy world in the shape of axiooMlt 
definitions, and propositions, with a final exolusioa 
of fact signed Q.E.D. No formulas for thinking 
will save us mortals from mistake in our imperfect 
apprehension of the matter to be thought about 
And since the unemotional intellect may canons 
into a mathematical dreamland where nothing is 
but what is not, perhaps an emotional intellect may 
have absorbed into its passionate vision of possi- 
bilities some truth of what will be — the more com- 
prehensive massive life feeding theory with new 
material, as tiie sensibility of the artist seizes com- 
binations whioii science ’explains and justifies. At 
auy rate, presumptions to the contrary are not to 
be trusted. We must be patient with the inevitable 
makeshift of our human thinking, whether in its 
sum total or in the separale minds that have made 
the sum. Columbus had some impressions about 
himself which w^e call superstitions, and used some 
arguments which we disapprove; but he had also 
some true pliysical conceptions, and he had the 
passionate patience of genius to make them tell on 
mankind. The world has made up its mind rather 
contemptuously about those who were deaf to Col- 
umbus. 

*^My contempt C)r them binds me to see that I 
don't adopt their mistake on a small soale,” aaid 
Deronda, “ and make myself deaf with the assump- 
tion that there cannot be any momentous relation 
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Il^tweea tiiis Jew and me, aimply beoaiue he baft 
INill it in iUoaory notioas. What I can be to hj% 
Hoe iie to me, may not at aD depend on hie penmasion 
•bout the way we came together. To me the way 
4mm8 made np of plainly disoemible links. If I 
bad not found Miiah, it is probable that T should 
not have begun to be specially interested in the 
Jews, and certainly I should not have gone on that 
loitering search after an Ezra Cohen which made 
me pause at Barn's book-shop and ask the price of 
MaimoTL Mordecai, on his side, had his visions 
of a disciple, and he saw me by their light ; I cor- 
responded well enough with the image his longing 
had created. He took me for one of his race. Sup- 
pose that his impression — ^the elderly Jew at Frank- 
fort seemed to have something like it — suppose, in 
spite of all presumptions to the contrary, that his 
impression should somehow ba proved tme, and 
that I should come actually tO share any of the 
ideas he is devoted to ? This is the only question 
which really concerns the effect of our meeting 
on my life. 

But if the issue should be quite different ? — 
well, there will be something painful to go through. 
1 shall almost inevitably have to be an active cause 
of that poor fellow’s crushing disappointment Per- 
haps this issue is the one 1 had need prepare my 
self fen I fear that no tendomess of mine can 
mainiilm suffering lighter. Would the alternative 
-1^1 should not disappoint him — be less pain- 
(le?" 

Derondk wavexed. Feeling, had lately been 
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at work witkm hun which had vety much 
tho rolootaiice he would formerly have had to 
of hixBBOlf as probably a Jew* And, if you Uleo^ 
he was romantic. That young energy and if yHfr 
of adventure which have helped to create the world- 
wide legends *of youthful heroes going to seek the 
hidden tokens of their birth and its inhentanoe of 
tasks, gave him a certain quivenng interest m thO 
bare possibility that he was entenng on a like ^dk 
— all the more because the track was one of thought 
as well as action. 

“The baie possibility” Ho could not admit it 
to be more. The belief that his fathoi was an £ng- 
lishman only grew firmer under the weak assaults 
of unwarranted doubt. And tliat a moment should 
ever come in which tlmt belief was declared a de- 
lusion, was Boriiethiiig of which Dbionda, would not 
say, “ 1 should be glad ” His lifelong affection for 
Sir Hugo, stronger than all his resentment, made 
him shrink fiom admitting tint wish 

Which way soever the truth might he, he re- 
peated to himself what ho had said to Moidecai — 
that he (X)uld not without farther reason undertake 
to hasten its discoveiy Nay, he was tempted now 
to regard his uncertainty as a condition to be cher- 
ished for the present If further intercourse re- 
vealed nothing but illusions as what he was ex- 
pected to shaie in, the want of any Aalid evidence 
that he was a Jew might save Mordecai the worst 
shock in the refusal of fraternity. It might even 
be justifiable to use the uncertainty on t^is point 
in keepmg up a suspense which would induce Mor- 
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acoept those offices of fHendehip Ihat Be* 
SmSuASlgfid to ux;^e on him. 

These ^re the meditations that busied Deronda 
l|^ the interval of four days before he could fulfil 
his promise to call for Mordecai at Ezra Oohen^s^ 
Sir Hugo’s demands on him often lasting to an hour 
so late as to put the evening expedition to Holbom 
out of the question. 
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** Wenn es einc Stufculeltor von Leulwi giebt so hat Israe} die hdcbate 
StAffal entiegon, wenn die Dtuer dm Uchnieizeu und die GedoM, ibit 
welcher sie ertrageu wcrden, toltln, so nehmen es dto Juden niit den 
Hochgeborenen allei Lhnder auf , wenn eine Liteiatur rcub geuannt wird, 
die weuige klaesiif^o rrauerspiele busitzt, welcher Platz gebiihrt dann 
liner Tragbdie die andertlmlb JalirttiaBeude wahrl gcdichtei und darge* 
•tellt von don Holden selborr’—ZuNa: J>ve Svna^iigaU Poeaie duMittd^ 
aJtUrg * 

Ip there are ranks in suffering, Israel takes pre- 
cedence of all tlio nations - if tlie duration of 
sorrows and tlie ])ati(*nce with wliich they are 
borne ennoble, tlie Jews are among the aristocracy 
of every land — if a liteiatiin* is culled rich in the 
possession of a low classic tiagedies, what shall 
wo say to a National Tragedy lasting for fifteen 
hundred years, in which the poets and the actors 
were also tho heroes?’’ 

Deronda had lately been reading that passage 
of Zunz, and it occurred to him by way of contrast 
when he was going to the Cohens, who certainly 
bore no obvious stamp of distinction in sorrow or 
in any other form of aristocracy. Ezra Cohen was 
not clad in the sublime pathos of the martyr, and 
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Bis taste for money-getting seemed to be faronred 
*^th that success which has been the most exas- 
'peiating difference in the greed of Jews daring all 
Ihe ages of their dispersion. This Jeshurun of a 
pawnbroker was not a symbol of the great Jewish 
tragedy ; and yet was there not something typical 
in the &ct that a life like Mordecai’s — a frail in- 
corporation of the national consciousness, breathing 
with difficult breath — was nested in the self-gratu- 
lating ignorant prosperity of the Cohens ? 

^Glistening was the gladness in their faces when 
Deronda reappeared among them. Cohen himself 
took occasion to intimate that although the diamond 
ring, let alone a little longer, would have bred md^ 
money, ho did not mind that — not a sixpence — when 
compared with the pleasure of the women and chil- 
dren in seeing a young gentleman whose first ▼isit 
had been so agreeable that they had “don6 n<iQl’ 
ing but talk of it ever since.” Young Mrs Cohen 
was very sorry that baby was asleep, and then very 
glad that Adelaide was not yet gone to bed, en- 
treating Deronda not to stay in the shop but to go 
forthwith into the parlour to see ^'mother and the 
children.” He willingly accepted tlie invitation, 
having provided himself with poi table presents; 
a set of paper figures for Adelaide, and an ivory 
cup and ball for Jacob. 

The grandmother had a pack of cards before her 
and was making ** plates ” with the* children. A 
plate had just been thrown down ond'lrept itself 
whole.* ^ 

** Stop ! ” said JaiMfo^ running np t6 Deyonda as 
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he entered. Don’t tread on my plate* Stop 
see me throw it up again." 

Deronda oomplied, exchanging a smile of und^ 
standing with the grandmother, and the plate hole 
several tossings before it came to pieces ; then the 
visitor was allowed to come forward and seat him* 
sdl He observed that the door from which Mor- 
decai had issued on the former visit was now closedi 
but he wished to show his interest in the Cohibns 
before disclosing a yet stronger interest in their 
singular inmate. 

It was not until he had Adelaide on his knee, and 
was setting up the paper figures in their dance on 
the table, wj^le Jacob was already practising with 
the cup and ball, that Deronda said - 

*^Is Mordecai in ]ust now?” 

“ Where is he, Addy ? ” said Cohen, who had seized 
an interval of business to come and look on. 

In the woi krooni there,” said his wife, nodding 
towards the closed dooi. 

“The fact is, sir,” said Cohen, “we don’t know 
what’s come to him this last day or two. He's al- 
ways what I may call a little touched, you know ” 
— here Cohen pointed to his own forehead — “not 
quite to say rational in all things, like you and me ; 
but he’s mostly wondeilul regular and industrious 
as far as a poor creature can be, and takes as 
much delight in the boy as anybody could. But 
this last day or two he’s been moving about 
like a sleep-walker, or else sitting as still as a 
wax figure." 

the disease, poor dear creature," said the 
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p4|imolJier, tenderly. "1 doubt wheilier he ean 
long against it’* 

No ; I think it’s only something he’s got in his 
head,” said Mrs Cohen the younger. “He’s been 
turning over writing continually, and when £ speak 
to him it takes him ever so long to hear and 
Answer.” 

“ You may think us a little weak ourselves,” said 
Cohen, apologetically. “But my wife and mother 
wouldn't part with him if he was a still worse en- 
cumbrance. It isn't that we don’t know the long 
and short of matters, but it’s our principle. Tliere's 
fools do business at a loss and don’t know it. I'm 
not one of ’em.” 

“ Oh, Mordecai carries a blessing inside him,” said 
the gi’andinother. 

“ He’s got something Iho matter inside him,” said 
Jacob, coming up to correct this erratum of his 
grandmother’s. “lie said ho couldn’t talk to me, 
and he wouldn’t ha\c a bit o’ bun.” 

“ So far Iroiri wondering at your feeling for him,” 
said Deronda, “ I already feel soiiicthing of the same 
sort myself. 1 have lately talked to him at Rf^ll^ 
book-shop — in fact, I promisc'd to call for him 
that we might go out together.” 

“ That’s it, tlien I ” said Cohen, shipping his knee. 
“He’s been expecting you, and it’s taken hold of 
him. I suppose ho talks about his loaming to yo 9 i||j^ 
It’s uncommonly kind of you, sir ; for. 3 don’t 
peso there's much to he got out of it,.cbiedt wouldM 
have Idft him where he is. But there’s the ' 
Cohen burned out, and Jacob, wha^bwl been 
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log injoonvenieaily’ near to Deronda^s elbow^ said tia 
him witli obliging familiarity, ‘‘ I'll ball Mordiebai te 
you, if you like.” ^ 

“ No, Jacob,” said bis mother ; “ open the door for 
the gentleman, and lot him go in himself. Hush 1 
don’t make a noise.” 

Skilfiil Jacob seemed to enter into the play, and 
turned the handle of the door as noiselessly as pos- 
sible, while Deronda went behind him and stood^ou 
the threshold. The small room was lit only by a 
dying fire and one candle with a shade over it. On 
the board fixed under the window, various objects of 
jewellery were scattered : some books were heaped 
in the comer beyond them. Mordccai was seated 
-‘On a high chair at IIk* board witl» hm back to the 
door, his hands resting on each other and on the 
board, a w'atch propped on a stand before him. He 
was in a state' of expectation as sickening as that 
of a prisoner listening for the delayed deliverance — 
l ih flP he heard Derouda’s voice saving, ‘‘ I am come 
fa »you. Are you ready ? ” 

Immediately he turned witluuit speaking, seized 
his furred cap wliicli lay near, and moved to join 
Deronda. It was but a moment before they wore 
both in the sitting-room, and Jacob, noticing the 
change in his friend’s air and cxpiession, seized him 
by the arm ami said, “ See my cup and ball ! ” send- 
ing the ball up close to Mordecai’s face, as some- 
thing likely to cheer a convalescent. It was a sign 
of the relieved tension in Mordecai’s mind that he 
could smile and say, “ Fine, fine 1 ” « 

*‘You liave forgotten your greatcoat and com- 
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mid Tumig Ifm CohpUf aod h0 wmik bM 

Inlo th^ wdrkroom imd got them, ^ ^ 

^VBe’e come to life again, do jou eee?'' eaid 
Cohen, who had re-entered — apeaking in an 1 mde^ 
tone. ** I told yon bo : Tm mostly right.’* Then in 
his usual voice, '^Well, sir, we mustn’t detain you 
now, 1 suppose ; but I hope this isn’t the last' time 
we shall see you.” 

Shall you come again?” Said Jacob, advancing. 
**See, I can catch the ball; I’ll bet I catch it without 
stopping, if you come again.” 

“ He has clever hands,” said Deionda, looking at 
the grandmother. Which side of the family does 
he get them from ?” 

But the grandmother only nodded towards her son, 
who said promptly, “ My side. My wife’s family are 
not in that line. But, bless your soul ! ours is a a||# 
of cleverness as good as gutta percha; you can 
it which way you like. There’s notlnng soiM jbI^ 
gentlemen won’t do if you set ’em tQMiik*h3eiJMki|; 
Cohen winked down at Jacob’s back, but 
doubtful whether this judicious allusiveness auswesed 
its purpose, for its subject gave a nasal whinnying 
laugh and stamped about siugiiig, ** Old gentlomsM^ 
old gentlemen,” in chiming cadence. 

Deronda thought, “ I bhall never know anythiilg 
decisive about these people until I ask Cohen pcAat^ 
blank whether he lost a sister named Mirah wiim^ 
she was six years old.” The deoisive moment did 
not yet seem easy for him to Still his fiift 

sense of repulsion at the commonness of these pe6]/le^ 
was beginning to be tempered MUk kindlier fbelidg. 
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their airs and isfeeoh 

he was foroed to admit some moral refinemmit iw 
tboir treatment of the consumptive workman, wh<|iie 
mental distinction impressed them chiefly as a hann^ 
less, silent raving. 

“ The Cohens seem to have an affection for you,** 
said Deronda, as soon as he and Mordeoai were off 
the doorstep. 

**And 1 for them/’ was the immediate ansn^r, 

, “ They have the heart of the Israelite within them, 
though they are as the horse and the mule, without 
understanding beyond the narrow path they tread.’’ 

** I have caused you some uneasiness, I fear,” said 
Deronda, by my slowness in fulfilling my promise. 

wished to come yesterday, but I found it impos- 
sible.” 

*iYes — yes, I trusted you. But it is true I have 
been uneasy, for the spirit of my youth has been 
stirred within me, and tins body ib not strong enough 
to bear the beating of its wings. I am as a man 
bound and impiisoned througli long years behold 
him brought to speech of his fellow and his limbs 
set free : he weeps, lie totters, the joy within him 
threatens to bieak and overthrow the tabernacle 
of flesh.” 

“ You must not speak too much in this evening 
air,” said Deronda, feeling Mordccai’s words of re- 
liance bko so many cords binding him painfully. 
** Cover your mouth with the woollen scarfl We are 
going to the Hand and Banner^ I suppose, and shall 
be in private there ? ” ^ 

“ No, that is my trouble that you did not oome 
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yesterday. For thk is the evening of the dub I 
spoke o^ snd we might not have any minutes done 
until late, when all the rest are gone. Perhaps we 
had better seek another place. But I am used to 
that only. In new places the outer world presses 
on me and narrows the inward vision. And the 
people there are familiar with my face.” 

“ I don’t mind the club if I am allowed to go in,” 
said Deronda. “It is enough that you like this 
place best. If we have not enough time, I will 
come again. What sort of club is it?” 

“ It is called, ^ The Philosophers,’ They are few 
— like the cedars of Lebanon — poor men given to 
thought But none so poor as I am : and sometimes 
visitors of higher worldly rank have been brought 
We are allowed to introduce a friend, who is inter- 
ested in our topics. Each orders beer or some other 
kind of drink, in payment foi the room. Most of 
them smoke. I have gone when I could, for thet# 
are other men of my race who come, and sometiiiieir 
I have broken silence. I have pleased myself with 
a faint likeness between these poor pliilosopherS and 
the Masters who handed down the thought of our 
race — the great Transmitters, who laboured with 
their hands for scant bread, but preserved and en- 
larged for us the heritage of memory, and saved the 
soul of Israel alive as a seed among the tombs. The 
heart pleases itself with faint resemblances.” 

“ I shall be very glad to go and sit among them, 
if that will suit you. It is a sort of meeting 1 should 
like to join in,” said Deronda, not without relief in 
the prospect of an interval befure he went through 
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the strain of his next private conversation with 
Mordeoai. 

In three minutes they had opened the glazed door 
with the red curtain, and were in the little parlour, 
hardly much more than fifteen feet square, where 
the gaslight shone through a slight haze of smoke 
on what to Deronda was a now and striking scene. 
Half-a-dozen men of viirions ages, from between 
twenty and thirty to fifty, all shabbily dressed, mftst 
of them with clay pipes in their mouths, were listen- 
ing with a look of concentratr d intelligence to a 
man in a pepper-and-salt dress, with blond hair, 
short nose, broad forehead and general breadth, 
who, holding his pipe slightly uplifted in the left 
hand, and beating his knee with the right, was just 
finishing a quotation from Shelley (fhe comparison of 
the avalanoho in liis “ Piomethcns Unbound”) — 

“ As thrmglit by thought is piled till sonu great trulh 
Is loosened, and the nations echo round ’ 

Tho entrcinco of tlio new-tomers bioke Ihe fixity 
of attention, and called for a le-airangement of seats 
in the too naiiow semiciicle round the fireplace 
and the talilc holding tho glasses, spare pipes, and 
tobacco. This was the soboiest of clubs ; but 
sobriety is no reaboii why smoking and “taking 
something” bliould bo less iiiipeiiously needed as 
a means of getting a docent status in company and 
debate. Mordecai was received witli welcoming 
voices which had a slight cadence of compassion in 
them, but naturally all glances passed immediately 
to his companion. * 

“ I have brought a friend wlio is interested in pur 
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tiudied muoli.” 

ihe gentleman anonymonB? Is he a Qteafc 
Unknown ?’* said the broad-chested qnoter of Shiel* 
l&fi with a humorous air. 

*^My name is Daniel Deronda. 1 am unknowui 
bat not in any sense groat.*’ The smile breaking 
over the stranger’s grave face as he said this was 
BO agreeable that there was a general indistinct 
murmur, equivalent to a “Hear, hear,”^nd the 
broad man said — 

“ You recommend the name, sir, and are welcome* 
Here, Mordecai, come to this corner against me,” he 
added, evidently wishing to give the coziest place to 
the one who most needed it. 

Deronda was well satisfied to get a seat on the 
opposite side, where his general survey of the j^arty 
easily* included Mordecai, who remained an emi- 
nently striking object in this group of sharply-char- 
acterised figures, more than one of whom, even to 
Daniel’s little exercised discrimination, seemed pro1a> 
ably of Jewish descent. 

In fact, pure English blood (if leech or lanoot letai 
furnish us with the prociso product) did not declare 
itself predominantly in the party at present assem- 
bled. Miller, the broad man, an exceptional second- 
hand bookseller who knew the insides of books, had 
at least grand-parents who called themselves Ger- 
man, and possibly far-away ancestors who denied 
themselves to be Jews ; Buchan, the gsddler, wat 
SootolF; Fash, the watchmaker, was m s^aall, darljl 
vivacious, trigle-baked Jew { Gides% Hhe 
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maker, was a Jew of Hhe 
g^nerotm-featored type easily passing for 
foen of unnsually cordial manners ; and Ctbop^ tt^ 
daiAB-eyed sboemaker, was probably more Celtic than 
he knew. Only three would have been discernible 
eTezywhere as Englishmen : the wood4nlayer Good- 
win, well-built, open-faced, pleasant-voiced ; the 
florid laboratory assistant Marrables ; and Lilly, the 
pale, neat-faced copying clerk, whose light-bro^ 
hair was set up in a small parallelogram above his 
well-filled forehead, and whoso shirt, taken with an 
otherwise seedy costume, had a h'eshness that might 
be called insular, and perhaps even something nar- 
rower. 

Certainly a company select of the select among 
poor men, being drawn togetlior by a taste not prov- 
ident even among the puvileged heirs of learning 
and its institutions j and not likely to amuse any 
gentleman m search of ciime oi low comedy as the 
ground of interest in ncople wlioso weekly income 
is only divisible into shillings, Dc*roiida, even if he 
had not been inoro than usually mclinod to gravity 
under the influence of what was pending between 
him and Moidccai, would not have set himself to 
find food for Uughier in the various shades of de- 
parture from the tone of polished society sure to be 
observable in the air and talk of these men who had 
probably snatched knowledge as most of us snatch 
indulgences, making the utmost of scant oppor- 
tunity. He looked around him with the quiet air 
of lospeot habitual to him among equals, drdered 
whisky and water, and offered the 4toii|;eutB Sf Jiis 
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oig;mi^-ca8e^ whioh, oharaoterietically enoughi be al- 
ways carried and hardly ever used for his own be- 
hoof, having reasons for not smoking himself, but 
liking to indulge others. Perhaps it was his weak- 
ness to be afmid of seeming straitrlaoed, and tuniing 
himself into a sort of diagram instead of a g^wth 
which can exercise tho guiding attraction of fellow- 
ship. That ho made a decidedly winning impression 
on the company was proved by their showing them- 
selves no less at ease than before, and desirous of 
quioldy resuming their intorruptod talk. 

“This is what I call one of our touch and go 
nights, sir,” said Miller, who was implicitly accepted 
as a sort of moderator — addressing Doronda by way 
of explanation, and nodding toward each person 
whose name he mentioned. “ Sometimes we stick 
pretty close to tho point. But to-night our fitend 
Pash, there, brought up the law of progress, and 
wo got on statistics; tlicn Tally, there, saying we 
knew well enough before counting that in the same 
state of society the same sort of things would hap- 
pen, and it was no jnore wonder that quantities 
should remain tho same than that qualities should 
remain tho same, Ibr in relation to society numbers 
are qualities — tho iinmhor of di unkards is a quality 
in society — the numbers are an index to the quali- 
ties, and give us no instruction, only setting us to , 
consider the causes of diffcron(‘e between ditferent 
social states — Inlly saying this, we went off on the 
causes of social change, and when you came in I 
was going upon the power of ideaa, which I hold 
to be the main transforming caueaJ!^^ 
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I don^t boW with you there, Milkr,'^ said 
win, the iulayor, more oonoemed to carry on tha 
Bubgect than to wait for a woid from the new 
** For either you mean so many sorts of thmgs bgr 
ideas tliat I get no knowledge by wliat you say, 
any moxe than if you said hght was a oause ; or eke 
you mean a particiilai sort of ideas, and then I go 
against your moaning as too narrow. For, look at 
it in one way, all actions men put a bit of thouglil 
into are ideas — say, sowing seed, or making a canoe, 
or baking clay ; and such ideas as tlieso work them- 
selves into life and go on gi owing with it, but they 
can’t go aimrt from the nutonal that set them to 
work and makes a modnuri foi them. It’s the nature 
of'wood and stouo yielding to the knilo that raises 
the idea of shaping them, and witli plenty of wood 
and^tone the shaping will go on. I look at it, 
t- bfit Buch ideas as are mixed straight away with 
all the otlnr oltiiiuits of lih ue po\\(iful along 
with ’em. The slower the miving, tin h ss power 
they hav(. And as to the (aubcs ot social change, 

1 look at it in this way ideas are a sort ot par- 
liament, but tlieics a tommon wealth outside, and 
a good deal of tin t omm on wealth is working at 
change without knowing what the parliament is 
doing.” 

“ But if you take ready mixing as your test ot 
power,” said Pash, “ some of the least practical ideas 
beat everything. They spiead without being under- 
stood, and enter into the language without being 

thought of.” ’ 

“ They may act by changing the distribution of 



mamL 


mid IfavniMei^ iim gidtHng ^ 

fine noWi men may oome to register tbe ^[itead q(% 
theory by observed ohenges in tbe atmo8{>bi|f0 m 
eorresponding changes in the nerves/’ 

Tea/’ said Pash, his dark face lighting up rather 
impiahly, there is the idea of nationalities ; 1 dare* 
say the wild asses are snuffing it, and getting more 
gregarious.” 

You don’t share that idea?” said Deronda, find- 
ing a piquant incongruity between Pash’s sarcasm 
end Uie strong stamp of race on his features. 

^^flUt^l^imtlier, he does not share that spirit,” said 
Mor^m^i, who had turned a melancholy glance on 
“ Unless nationality is a feeling, what force 
cellhill have as an idea ? ” 

^Hfiranted, Mordecai,” said Pash, quite good-hum- 
ourtifiy. ^^And as the feeling of nationality is 
dying, I take the idea to be no better than a ghost, 
already walking to arinounco the death.” 

** A sentiment may seem to be dying and yet re- 
vive into strong life,” said Deronda. “ Nations have 
revived. We may live to see a great outburst of 
force in the Arabs, who are being inspired with a 
new zeal.” 

“Amen, amen,” said Mordecai, looking at Der- 
onda with a delight which was the beginning of 
reoovered energy : his attitude was more upright, 
his face was less worn. 

^‘That may hold with backward nations,” said 
Pash, “but with us in Europe the sentiment of 
nationality is destined to die out. It will last a 
little longer iu the quarters where oppression lasts, 
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$l>o. The iritole ounrent of pft^gitai If 
AMthw it" 

in a rapid thin Sootoh tow 
whioh^ras like the letting in of a httle cool air eM 
%a conversation, “ ye^ve done well to bring ub roitnd 
to tbe point. YeVe all agreed that sooieties change 
— not always and everywhere — but on the whcde 
and in the long-run. Now, with all deferenoe, I 
would beg t’obaorve that we have got to examine 
the nature of changes befoie we have a warrant to 
Call them progress, which word is supposed to in<^ 
elude a bettering, though I apprehend it to be ill 
chosen for that purpose, smce mere motion onward 
may oarry us to a bog or a precipice. And the 
qneations I would put aie three : Is all change in 
the direction of progress ? if not, how shall we die- 
oeim which change is pi ogress and which not? and 
thirdly, how far and in what ways can we act upon 
the course of change so as to promote it where it is 
beneficial, and divert it wlieie it is in]uiiouB?” 

But Buchan's attempt to impose his method on 
the talk was a failure. Lilly immediately said — 

“ Change and progress are merged m the idea of 
development. The laws of development are being 
discovered, and changes taking place according to 
them are necessarily progressive ; that is to say, if 
we have any notion of progress or improvement 
opposed to them, the notion is a mistake.” 

** I really can’t see how you arrive at that sort of 
certitude about chauges by calling them develop- 
ment,” said Deronda. “There will still remajn the 
degrees of inevitableness in relation to our own will 
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and aotS) and the degrees of wisdom in hastening or 
retarding ; there will still remain the dahger of xni^ 
tai^g a tendency which should 1% resisted dP 
inevitable law that we must adjust ourselver to,-^ 
whioh seems to me as bad a superstition or fals^ 
god as any that has been set up without the oere^ 
monies of philosophising.*' 

** That is a truth,” said Mordeoai. “ Woe to the 
men who see no place for resistance in this genera- 
tion I I believe in a growtii, a passage, and a new 
unfolding of life wliereof the seed is more perfect, 
more charged with the elements tliat are pregnant 
with diviner form. The life of a people grows, it is 
knit together and yet expanded, in joy and sorrow, 
in thought and action; it absorbs the thought of 
other nations into its own forms, and gives back 
the thought as now wealth to the woHd; it k % 
power and an organ in the great body of 
nations. But thoio may come a check, an arrest; 
memories may l)e stifled, and love may bo faint for 
the lack of tliem ; or memoiies may shrink into 
withered relics — the soul of a people, whereby 
they know themselves to be one, may seem to 
be dying for want of common action. But who 
shall say, ^ The fountain of their life is dried up, 
they shall for ever cease to be a nation*? Who 
shall say it ? Not he who feels the life of his people 
stirring within his own. Shall he say, * That way 
events are wending, I will not resist'? His very 
soul is resistance, and is as a seed of fire that may 
enkindle the souls of multitudes, and make a new 
pathway for events.** 
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" I do^’t deny patriotism,” said Gideon, “ bnt we 
) know yon have a particular meaning, Mordeoat* 
know Mordepai’s way of thinking, I Buppoae**' 
Here dUdeon had turned to Deronda, who sat neict 
95 him ; but without waiting for an answer, he went 
on. Tm a rational Jew myself. I stand by my 
people as a sort of family relations, and I am for 
keeping up our worship in a rational way. I don’t 
approve of our people getting baptised, becaips I 
don’t believe in a Jew's conversion to the Gentue 
part of Christianity. And now we have politioal 
equality, there’s no excuse for a pretence of that 
sort. ’ But I am for getting rid of all our super* 
stitions and exclusiveness. There’s no reason now 
yrhy we shouldn’t molt gradually into the popula- 
tions we live among. That’s the order of the day 
in ppint of progress. I would as soon my children 
married Christians as Jews. And I’m for the old 
maxim, ‘ A iiiaii’s countiy is wliero lie’s well off.’ ” 

“ Tfiat country’s not so easy to find, Gideon,” said 
the rapid Pash, with a shrug and grimace. “ You 
get ten Bhillings a-weok more than 1 do, and have 
only half the numhor of children. If somebody will 
introduce a biisk tiade in watches among the ‘Jeru- 
salem waicK,’ ril go — eh, Mordecai, what do you 
say ? ” 

Deronda, all ear for those hints of Mordocai’s 
opinion, was inwardly wondering at his persist- 
ence in coming to this club. For an eiithusiastic 
spirit to meet continually the fixed indifference of 
men fiimiliar with the object of his enthusiasm is 
the acceptance of a slow martyrdQin, beside Vhioh 
VOT^ IL K* 
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Uie &te of a missioikary tomahawked without aaj 
pbiuiWiMte tejeotion of his doctrines seems 
erorthy of compassion. Bnt Mordllcai gave n 
of shrinking : this was a moment of spirrml 
ness, and he cared more Ibr the utterance of his isAm 
than for its immediate reception. With a fervour 
which had no temper in it, but seemed rather the 
rush of feeling in the opportunity of speech, he 
uniiFered Pash: — 

“ Wha^ I say is, let every man keep far away from 
the brotherhood and the inhoiitance he despises. 
Thousands on thousands of our race have mixed 
with the Gentile as Celt with Saxon, and they 
may inherit the blessing that belongs to the Gen- 
tile. You cannot follow them. You are one of the 
multitudes over this globe who must walk among 
the nations and bo known as Jews, and with wprds 
on their lips which mean, ^ 1 wish I had not been 
bom a Jew, I disown any bond \Mth the lon^mvail 
of my race, I will outdo the Gentile in mocKnig at 
our separateness,’ they cdl the while feel breathing 
on them the breath of (ontempt because theyj^ 
Jews, and they will breathe it back pois^iiiniy.* 
Can a fresh -made ganiiont of citizenship weave 
itself straiglitway into the flesh and change the 
slow deposit of eighteen centiinos ? What is the 
citizenship of liini who walks amgng a he 

has no heaity kindred and fellowship wfft and 
has lost the sense of brotherhood with i Mo wn 
race ^ It is a charter of selfish amHitH^and 
rivalry in low greed. He is an alien ii ^^a fcrit. 
whate\ er he maw be in form : he suoka 
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^ mankind, he is not a man* Sharing in no love, 
Iparing in no anbjeotion of the aoul, he mooka Od 
aU. li it not trutih I speak, Paeh ? 

“ Not exactly, Mordecai,” said Pash, “ if you knean 
lliat I think the worse of myself for being a JeVr. 
What I thank our fathers for is that there are 
fewer blockheads among us than among other raoea. 
But perhaps you are right in thinking the Chris- 
tians don’t like me so well for it.” 

Catholics and Protestants have not liked eadH 
other much bettor,” said the getiial Gideon. “We 
nraat wait patiently foi pivjmlices to die out. Many 
of our people are on a footing with the best, and 
there’s been a good filtering of our blood into high 
jkniilies. 1 am for making our expeofations rational*” 

“And so am II” said Mordocai, quickly, leaning 
forward with ‘the eagiMnoss of one who pleads in 
some decisive crisis, his long thin hands c'laspod 
togethfer on Iiis lap. “1 too claim to be a lational 
Jew. But what is it to be rational — what is it to 
feel the light of the divine reason glowing stronger 
within and without? It is to see more and more 
of the hidden bonds that bind and consecrate change 


as a dependent giowth — ^yea, consecrate it with kin- 
ship : the past h('Conies my parent, and the future 


Btreto^B towaids me tlie appealing arms of ohil- 
’ ' ts it rational to diaiii away the sap of special 

S that makes the families of man rich in in- 
ged wealth, and various as the forests are 
varipis with the glory of the cedar and the palm ? 
Wni it is rational to say, * I know not my»father 
jffWK mother, let my cMldren bo aliens po me, 
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tUM ^no prayer of mine may touch them/ then it 
will be rational for the Jew to say, will seek 
to know no difference between me and the Gen- 
tile, I will not cherish the prophetic conBoiousnesa 
of our nationality — let the Hebrew cease to be, 
and let all his memorials be antiquarian trifles, 
dead as the wall-paintings of a conjectured race. 
Yet let his child learn by rote the speech of the 
^reek, where he adjures his fellow-citizens by the 
lihiverj’ of those who fought foremost at Marathon 
— let him learn to say, that was noble in the Greek, 
that is the spirit of an immortal nation 1 But 
the Jew has no memories that bind him to action ; 
let him laugh that his nation is degraded from a 
nation ; let him hold the monuments of his law 
which carried within its frame the breath of social 
justice, of charity, and of household sanctities—let 
him hold the energy of the prophets, the patient 
care of the Masters, the fortitude of martyred 
generations, as ineie stuff for a professorship. ^The 
business of the Jew in all tilings is to ,be even as 
the rich Gentile.’” 

Mordeoai threw himself back in his chair, and 
there was a moment’s silence. Not one naemboi 
of the club shared his point of view or Lis emotion ; 
but his whole personality and speech had them 
the effeot of a dramatic representation whHa liad 
some pathos in it, though no practical conseqilttncw ; 
and usually he was at once indulged and a || |tra- 
dicted. Deronda’s mind went back on whatBust 
have been the tragic pressure of outward conAbns 
hindering this man, whofifs force he felt to 
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ing cm himselfi from making any world for fab 
thought m the minds of others — like a poet among 
people of a strange speech, who may have a poetiy 
of their own, but have no ear for his oadenoe, no 
answenng thnU to his discovery of latent nrtaes 
in his mother tongue. 

The cool Buchan was the first to speak, and hint 
the loss of time. “ I submit, ’ said he, “ that ye're 
travelling away from the questions I put concemiisg 
progress.’' 

“ Say they’re levanting, Buchan,” said Miller, who 
liked his joke, and would not ha\o objected to be 
called Voltairian. ^*lso\or mind. Lot us have a 
Jewish night ; we’ve not had one for a long while. 
Ijbt us take the discussion on Jewish ground. I 
Bu{^)0se we’ve no prejudu e here ; we’re all phil 
osophers , and we like our friends Mordeoai, Fash, 
and Gideon, as well as if they were no more km 
to Anraham than the rest of us We’re all related 
through Adam, until furthti showing to the con 
trary, and if you look into histoiy we've all got 
some discreditable forefathers. So I moan no offenro 
when T sav I don t think any great tilings of the 
part the Jevish people have played in the world. 
What then? I think they were miqmtously dealt 
by i^past times. And I suppose we don't want 
any to bo maltreated, white, black, brown, or 
yellow— I know I've just given my half-crown to 
the contrary. And that reminds me. I've a curious 
old German book — I can’t read it myself, but a 
fri f hd was reading out of it to me the other day 
pout the prejudices against the Jews, and^the 
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eftoriafi used to be told agaiiurfc ’em, and tvbat 4t» 
yon think one was? Why, that they’re pnnishedr 
with a bad odour in their bodies; and that, says 
the author, date 1715 (I’ve just been pricing and 
marking the book this very morning) — that is 
true, for the ancients spoke of it. But then, he 
says, the other things are fables, such as that 
the odour goes away all at once when they’re bap- 
tised, and that every one of the ten tribes, mind 
you, aU the ten being concerned in the crucifixion, 
has got a particular punishment over and above 
the smell: — Asher, T remember, has the right arm 
a handbreadth shorter than the left, and Naphthali 
has pigs’ ears and a smell of live pork. What do 
you think of that? There’s been a good deal of 
fun made of rabbinical fables, but in point of fables 
l||l,^pinion is, that all over the world it’s siif'of 
CttH and lialf-a-dozon of the other. However, as 1 
said before, I hold with the philosophers of the 
last century tliat the Jews have played no great 
part as a people, tlioiigh Pash will have it they’re 
clever enough to b(‘at all tlie rest of tlie world. 
But if so, I ask, why haven’t they done it?” 

“For the same reason that the cleverest men 
in the country don’t get themselves or their ideas 
into Parliament,” said the ready Pash ; “ beoause 
the blockheads are too many for ’em.” 

“ That is a vain question,” said Mordecai, “whether 
our people would beat the rest of the world. Bach 
nation has its own work, and is a member of ^e 
world, enriched by the work of each. But it is 
ss Jehuda-ha-Levi first laid, that Israel is the 
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of maakiiLAi if we mean by heart the eere of elh^liQiii 
whioh binds a race and its iamilies in dntxM 
and the reverence for the human body whioh lifts 
the needs of our animal life into religion, and 1li0 
tenderness whioh is meroifiil to the poor and wesk; 
and to the dumb creature that wears the yoke for ubJ* 
“They’re not behind any nation in anoganoe^'’ 
said Lilly ; “ and if they have got in the rear, it has 
not been because they were over-modest.” \ 

“ Oh, every nation brags in its turn,” said MilloA 
“ Yes,” said Pash, “ and some of them in the 
Hebrew text.” 

“ Well, whatever the Jews contributed at one time, 
they are a stand-still people,” said Lilly. “They 
late the type of obstinate adherence to the super- 
jannuated. They may show good abilities when 
they take up liberal ideas, but as a race they have 
no development in them.” 

“ That is false ! ” said Mordocai, leaning forwail 
again with hih foi inei OAgerneas. “ Let their histoiy 
be known and examined ; let tin* seed bo sifted, let 
its beginning be traced to the weed of the wilderness 
— the more gloiious will be the energy that trans- 
formed it. Where else is there a nation of whom it 
may be as truly said that their religion and law and 
moral life mingled as the stream of blood in the heait 
and made one growth — where else a people who kept 
and enlarged their spiritual store at the very time 
when they were hunted with a hatred as fierce as 
Uhe forest fires that chase the wild beast from his 
Invert ? There is a fable of the Bomon, tbalt swiaa* 
Uliiig to save his life he held the roll of his wxztingB 
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beftween his teeth and saved them from the watera 
[ But how much more than that is true of our race ? 
They straggled to keep their place among the nations 
like heroes — yea, when the liand was hacked ofT, 
they clung with the teeth ; but when the plough and 
the harrow had passed over the last visible sigiiB of 
their national covenant, and the fruitfulness of their 
land was stifled with the blood of the sowers and 
planters, they said, * The spirit is alne, let us make 
it a lasting habitation — lasting because movable — 
BO that it may be carried from generation to genera- 
tion, and our sons unborn may be rich in the things 
that have been, and possess a hope built on an 
unchangeable foundation/ They said it and they 
wrought it, though often breathing with scant life, 
as in a coffin, or as lying wounded amid a hee^ of 
dain. Hooted and soared like the unknown dog, the 
Hebrew made himself envied for his wealth and wis- 
-^m, and was bled of them to fill the bath of Gen- 
tile luxury ; he absorbed knowledge, he diffiised it ; 
his dispersed raci* u as a new Phoenicia working the 
mines of Greece and cairying their products to the 
world. The native spirit of our tradition was not to 
stand still, but to use recoids as a seed, and draw 
out the compressed vii tues of law and prophecy ; and 
while the Gentile, who had said, ‘ What is yours is 
ours, and no longer yours,* was reading the letter of 
our law as a dark inscription, or was turning its 
parchments into shoe-soles for an army rabid with 
lust and cruelty, our Masters were still enlarging 
and illuminating with fresh-fed interpretation. But{ 
tlie jV'^persion was wide, the yoke of oppression was 
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a spiked torture as well as a load ; the exile was 
forced afar among brutish people, where the OQii- 
sciousness of his race was no clearer to him than the 
light of the sun to our fathers in the Boman perse- 
cution, who had their hiding-place in a cave, 
knew not that it was day save by the dimmer burn- 
ing of their candles. What wonder that multitudea 
of our people are ignorant, narrow, superstitious ? 
What wonder?” ^ 

Here Mordecai, whoa© seat was next the fireplace, 
rose and leaned liis arm on the little shelf; his excite- 
ment had risen, though liih voice, which had begun 
with unusual strengtli, wan getting hoarser. 

“What wonder? The night is unto them, that 
tliey have no vision ; in tlndr d irknoss they are unable 
to divine ; the sun is gone down over the prophets, 
and«the day is dark above them ; then observances 
are as nameless relics. But which among the chief 
of the Gentile nations has not an ignorant multi- 
tude ? They scorn our people’s ignorant observance ; 
but the most accursed ignorance is that which has no 
observance — sunk to tlie cunning greed of the fox, 
to which all law is no more than a trap or the ciy of 
the worrying hound. There is a degradation deep 
down below the memory that has withered into super- 
stition. In the niultitiides of the ignorant on three 
continents who observe our rites and make the con- 
fession of the divine Unity, the soul of Judaism is 
not dead. Revive the organic centre : let the unity 
of Israel which has made the growth and form of ita 
religion be an outward reality. Looking towards a 
land and a polity, our dispersed people in all the enda 
VOL. IL N 
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of the eirth may sha^the ^gnity of a national^ 
^oh baa a voioe amoiig the peoples of the East and 
the West — which will plant the wisdom and 'skill 
of our race so that it may be, as of old, a medium of 
transmission and understanding. Let that oome^to 
pirns, and the living warmth will spread to the weak 
extremities of Israel, and superstition will vaniri;i, 
not in the lawlessness of the renegade, but in the 
illumination of great facts which widen feeling, and 
make all knowledge alive us the young offspring of 
beloved memories.” 

Mordecai’s voice had sunk, but with the hectic 
brilliancy of his gaze it was not the less impres- 
sive. His extraordinary excitement was certainly 
due to Deroiida’s presence : it was to Deronda that 
he was speaking, and the moment had a testament- 
ary solemnity for him which rallied all his po^f^srs. 
t^et the presence of those other familiar men ppo- 
moted expression, for they embodied tlie indiffsrsnde 
which gave a reRistant energy to his speech. Not 
that he looked at Deronda : ho seemed to see nothing 
immediately around him, and it* any one liad grasped 
him he would probably not have known it. Again 
the former words c.iino back to Deronda’s mind, — 
You must hope my hopes — see the vision I point 
to — behold a glory where 1 behold it.” They came 
now with gathered pathos. Before him stood, as a 
living, suffering reality, what hitherto he had only 
seen as an effort of imagination, which, in its com- 
parative faintness, yet carried a suspicion of being 
exaggerated: a man steeped in poverty and ob- 
scurity, weakened by diseaKe, consciously within the 
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dhftdow of advanoing deatli) but living an htMuii^ 
life in an inviaible past and fatar6| careless of his 
personal lot, except for its possibly making sottkO 
obstruction to a conceived good which he woulfl 
nevor share except as a brief inward vision — a day 
afar off, whose sun would never warm him, bat itttO 
which he threw his soul’s desire, with a passioa 
often wanting to the personal motives of healthy 
youth. It was something more than a grandiora 
transfiguration of tlie parental love that toils, re- 
nounces, endures, resists the suicidal promptings of 
despair — all because of the little ones, whose future 
becomes present to the yearning gaze of anxiety. 

All eyes were fixed on Mordeoai as he sat down 
a^in, and none with unkindness ; but it happened 
that the one, who felt the most kindly was the most 
proTnpted to speak in opposition. This was the 
genial and rational Gideon, who also was not with- 
out a sense that he was addressing the guest of 
the evening. lit' said — 

“ You have your own way of looking at things, 
Mordecai, and, as you say, your own way seems to 
you rational. I know you don’t hold with the res- 
toration to Judea by miidclc, and so on ; but you are 
as well awaie as I am that the subject has been 
mixed with a heap of uoiisenso both by Jews and 
Christians. And as io the connection of our raoe with 
Palestine, it has been perverted by superstition till 
it’s as demoralising as the old poor-law. 

aniiin go there to be maintained like able-bodied 
paupers, and to be taken special care of by the 
angel Gabriel when they die. It’s no use fight^Dg 
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against £a.ot8« We must look where they point; 
that’s what I call rationality. The most learned and 
liberal men among ns who are attached to our re- 
ligion are for clearing our liturgy of all such notions 
as a literal fulfilment of the prophecies about reatora- 
tion, and so on. Prune it of a few useless rites and 
literal interpretations of that sort, and our religion 
is the simplest of all religions, and makes no barrier, 
but a union, between us and the rest of the world.” 

“As plain as a pike-staff,” said Pash, with an 
ironical laugli. ‘‘You pluck it up by the roots, 
strip off the leaves and baik, shave off the knots, 
and smooth it at top and bottom ; put it where you 
will, it will do no harm, it will never sprout You 
may make a handle of it, or you may throw it on 
the bonfire of scoured rubbish. I don’t see why oui 
rubbish is to be held sacred any more than the 
rubbish of Brahmanism or Bouddhism.” 

“No,” 8ai<l MordeCcii, ‘‘no, Pash, because you 
have lost the hoai't of th(' Jew. Community was 
felt before it was ('all(‘d good. I praise no supersti- 
tion, I praise the living fountains of ciilaiging be- 
lief. What is growth, comjiletion, development? 
You began with tliat question, I apply it to the 
history of our people. 1 say that the effect of our 
separateness will not be completed and have its 
highest transformation unless our race takes on 
again the character of a nationality. That is the 
iulfiln^nt of the religious trust that moulded them 
into a people, whose life has made half the inspira- 
tion of* the world. Wkat is it to me that the ten 
tribes are lost untraceably, or that multitudes of the 
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children of Judah have mixed themselves with the 
Gentile populations as a river with rivers ? Behold 
our people still! Their skirts spread afar; they 
are tom and soiled and trodden on ; but there is. a 
jewelled breastplate. Let the wealthy men, the m^- 
arohs of commerce, the learned in all knowl0d|;e, 
the skilful in all arts, the speakers, the political 
counsellors, who carrj^ in Iheir veins the Hebrew 
blood which has maintained its vigour in all dim. 
ates, and the pliancy of the Hebrew genius for which 
difficulty means new device — let them say, * we will 
lift up a standard, we will unite in a labour hard but 
glorious like that of Moses and Ezra, a labour which 
shall be a woithy fruit of the long anguish whereby 
our fathers maintained their separateness, refusing 
the ease of falsehood.’ They have wealth enough to 
redeem the soil from debauched and paupored con- 
querors ; they have the skill of the statesman to 
devise, the tongue of the oratoi to peismide. And 
is there no })io[)het t>i po(*t among us to make the 
oars of rhijsti.ni Euiope tmglo with shame at the 
hideous ()l)ln(juy uf Chiistian strife which the Turk 
gazes at as at the fighting of beasts to which he has 
Ipnt an aienaV Tlieie is sloie of wisdom among us 
to found a new Jewisli polity, grand, simple, just, 
like the old — a lepublic where there is equality of 
protection, an equality which shone like a star on 
the forehead of our ancient community, and gave it 
more than the brightness of Western freedom amid 
the despotisms of the East. Then our race shall 
have an organic centre, a heart and brain Jo watch 
and guide and execute; the outraged Jew shall 
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hfikv» « dafeaoe bi the court of uatious, ab the ottt> 
witged Bngliehmen or AiuerioBiL And the woihl 
will gain as Israel gains. Air there will be a oom^ 
munitj in the van of the Bast which carries the 
cnltpze and the sympathies of every great nation in 
itpit)j|RQ<K>m ; there will be a land set for a halting* 
phm of enmities, a neutral ground for the East as 
Belgium is for the West. Difficulties? I know 
there are difficulties. But let the spirit of sublime 
aohievement move in the great among our people, 
and the work will begin.” 

** Ay, we may safely admit that, Mordocai,” said 
Pash. When there are great men on ’Change, and 
high-flying professors converted to your doctrine, 
difficulties will vanish like smoke.” 

Deronda, inclined by nature to take the side of 
those on whom the arrows of scorn were falling, 
could not help replying to Pash’s outfling, and 
said — 

If we look back to the hietory of efforts which 
have made gieat chaugeis, it is astonishing how 
many of them seemed hojieless to those who looked 
on in the beginning. Take what we have all heard 
and seen something of — the eflort after the unity of 
Italy, which we are sure soon to see accomplislied 
to the very last boundary. Look into Mazzini’s 
account of his first yearning, when he was a boy, 
after a restored greatness and a new freedom to 
Italy, and of his first efforts as a young man to rouse 
the same feelings in other young men, and get them 
to work towards a united nationality. Almost every- 
thing seemed against him: his countrymen were 
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igtkorwit or iadiffeieiit, goremmentB hostile, 
incredulouB. Of course the scotners often se^ttistf 
wise. Yet you see th^propheoy lay with him# At 
long as there is a remnant of national 
I suppose nobody will deny that there may be a HOW 
stirring of memones and hopes which may 
arduous action.” 

** Amen,” said Mordecai, to whom Deronda’s Woids 
were a cordial. “What is needed is the leaven—^ 
what IS needed is tlie seed of fire. The heritage of 
Israel is beating in the pulses of millions ; it lires 
in their veins as a power without understanding, 
like the morning exultation of herds; it is the 
inborn half of memory, moving as m a dream among 
writings on the walls, winch it sees dimly but 
cannot divide into speech. Let the torch of visible 
oommunity be lit I Let the reason of Israel disolose 
itself in a great outward deed, and let theie be 
another great migration, another choosing of Israel 
to be a nationality whose nicmbeiB may still stretch 
to the ends of the earth, e\en as the soiib oi England 
and Gemiaiiy, whom enteipnbe carries afar, but who 
still have a national lieai Ih and a tribunal of national 
opinion. Will any say ‘ It cannot be ' ? Baruoh 
Spinoza had not a faithful Jewish heart, though he 
had sucked the life of Ins intellect at tlie breasts of 
Jewish tiadition. He laid bare his father’s naked- 
ness and said, ^ They who scorn him have the higher 
wisdom.’ Yet Baruch Spinoza confessed, he saw 
not why Israel should not again be a chosen nation. 
Who says that the history and literature of eur race 
are dead? Are they not as hving as the history 
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and literature of Ghreece and Borne, whioli have in- 
4|iired revolutions, enkindled the thought of Europe, 
and made the unrighteous powers tremble ? These 
were an inheritance dug from the tomb. Ours is 
an inheritance that has never ceased to quiver in 
miphftg of human frames/* 

Mordecai had stretched his arms upward, and his 
long thin hands quivered in the air for a moment 
after he had ceased to speak. Gideon was certainly 
a^little moved, for though there was no long pause 
before he made a remark in objection, his tone was 
more mild and deprecatory than before ; Pash, mean- 
while, pressing liis lips together, rubbing his black 
head with both his hands and wrinkling his brow 
horizontally, with tho expression of one who differs 
from every speaker, but does not think it worth 
while to say so. There is a sort of human pa^ 
that when it comes near the fire of enthusiasiU 'is 
only baked into h.'nder shape. 

“ It may seem well enough on one side to make 
BO much of our nieinories and iiilieritance as you do, 
Mordecai,” said Gideon ; but there's another side. 
It isn't all gratitude and hannless «^lory. Our 
people have inherited a good deal of hatred. There’s 
a pretty lot of curses still flying about, and stiff 
settled rancour inherited from the times of persecu- 
tion. How will you justify keeping one sort of 
memory and throwing away the other ? There are 
ugly debts standing on both sides.” 

“ I justify the choice as all other choice is justified,” 
said Mordecai. “ I cherish nothing for the Jewish 
nation, I seek nothing for them, but the good uhioh 
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promises good to all the nations. The spirit of 
our religious life, ^hioh is one with our natioiihl 
life, is not hatred of aught but wrong. The Masters 
have said, an offenoe against man is worse than an 
offence against God. But what wonder if there is > 
hatred in the breasts of Jews, who are chtNM||lt of 
the ignorant and oppressed — what wonder^ since 
there is hatred in the breasts of Christians ? Our 
national life was a growing light. Let the cetAre^ 
fire be kindled again, and the light will reach StAu*. 
The degraded and scorned of our race will learn to 
think of their sacred land, not as a place for saintly 
beggary to await death in loathsome idleness, but 
as a republic where the Jewish spirit manifests 
itself in a new order founded on the old, purified, 
enriched by the experience onr greatest sons have 
gathered from tho life of the ages. How long is 
it ? — only two centuries since a vessel carried ov5r 
the ocean tlie beginning of the groat North Ameristtn 
nation. The people giew like meeting waters — they 
were various in habit and sect — there came a time, 
a century ago, whon they needed a J)oli1y, and tliere 
were heroes of poaee among them. What had they 
to form a polity with but memories of Europe, 
corrected by the vision of a better? Let our wise 
and wealthy show themselves Ijoiogh. They have 
the memories of tho East and West, and they have 
the full vision of a better. A new Persia with a 
purified religion magnified itself in art and wisdom. 
So will a new Judspa, poised between East and West 
— a covenant of reconciliation. Will any •say, the 
prophetic vision of your race has been hopelessly 
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mixed with folly and bigotry ; the angel of progress 
has no message for Judaism — it is a half-buried city 
for the paid workers to lay open — the waters are 
rushing by it as a forsaken field ? I say that the 
strongest principle of growth lies in human ohoioe. 
DilllpittB of Judah have to choose that God may 
again ohoose them. The Messianic time is the time 
when Israel shall will the planting of the national 
ensign. The Nile overflt)wed and rushed onward : 
the Egyptian could not choose the overflow, but he 
chose to work and make channels for the fructifying 
waters, and Eg3’^pt bocanie the land oftwilu Shall 
man, whoso soul is set in the royalty of discomment 
and resolve, deny his rank and say, I am an on- 
looker, ask no choico or piir2)OBe of mo ? That tis 
the blasphoiny of this time. The divine prinmle 
of our race is action, choice, resolved memory. Aet 
us contradict the blasphemy, and h(dp to will our 
own better futuie and tlic Intter future of the \sorld 
— ^aet renounce our highei gift and say, ‘ Let us be 
as iffiMre weae ttot among the populations 4 ’ but choose 
our full ‘heritage, claim the brotherhood of our na- 
tion, and carry into it a new biothorhood with the 
nations of the Gentiles. The vi ,1011 is there ; it will 
be fulfilled." 

With the last sentence, which was no more than 
a loud whisper, Moideeai let lus chin sink on his 
breast and his eyelids falL No one spoke. It was 
not the first time that he liad insisted on the same 
ideas, but he ws.s seen to-night in a new phase. 
The quiet tenacity of his ordinary self differed as 
much from his present exaltation of mood as a man 
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in private talk, giving reasons for a revolution of 
'which no sign is disoernible, rlififers from one "who 
feels himself an agent in a revolution begun. The 
dawn of fulfilment brought to his hope by Deronda’s 
presence had wrought Mordecai’s conception a 
state of impassioned conviction, and he hiMH 
strength in his excitement to pour forth thl tin- 
looked floods of emotive argument, with a sense of 
haste as at a crisis which must be seized. But 
now there had come with the quiescence of fatigue 
;i sort of thankful wonder that he had spoken— a con- 
templatlllll <ef his life as a journey which had come 
at last to this bourne. After a great cxcitoment, 
the ebbing strength of inqmlse is apt to leave us 
in, this aloofness from our active self. And in the 
moments after Mordecai had sunk liis head, his mind 
was wandering along the paths of liis youth, and aU 
the hopes which had ended in bringing him hither. 

Every one felt tliat tlic talk was ended, and the 
tone of phlegmatic discuBsion made uiiscasonahlo 
by Mordecai’s liigh-pitched solemnity. It was as if, 
they had come togetlier to hoar llie blowing of the 
shaphoTj and -had nothing to do now but to disperse. 
The movement was unusually general, and in less 
than ten minu'es the looni was empty of all except 
Mordecai and Deronda. “ Good-nights ” had been 
given to Mordecai, but it was evident he had not 
heard them, for he remained rapt and motionless. 
Deronda would not disturb this needfiil rest, but 
waited for a spontaneous movement. 
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My spirit IB too weak mortality 
Weighs heal il> on me like unwilling sleep 
And eai h iiii i^ined piiinat It and stcoj 
Of godlike hurdshii tells nit T nuiHt 
Like a sick eagle looking at the sky 

—Keats 


Afiek a few minutob the unwonted stilluess bad 
penetrated Mordecai’s consciouBneBB, and he looked 
up at Dcronda, not m the least with bewilderment 
and surprise, but with a ga/t full of reposing satis- 
faction. Derondd lose ind placed his chair neaier, 
whore there could Ik no imagined need for raising 
^ the voice Mordecai felt the action as a patient feels 
the gentleness that easts his pillow Ho began to 
speak in a low tone, as if ho weie only thinking 
articulataiy, not^tr\iiig to uaeli an ludience. 

“In the eloctrine of the (\ibbala, souls are bom 
again and again m new bodies till the} are perfected 
and purified, and a soul hberated from a worn out 
body may loin the fellow-soul that needs it, that 
they may bo perfected togethei, and their earthly 
work accomplished. Then they will depart from 
the mortal region, and leave place for new souls to 
be born out of the store in the eternal bosom. It is 
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the lingering imperfection of the rouIb already bom 
into the mortal region tliat hinders the birth of new 
souls and the preparation of the Messianio time: — 
thus tlie mind has given shape to what is hidden, as 
the shadow of what is known, and has spoken 
though it were only in parable. Wh6n^J||i||H|k 
wandering soul is liberated from this wea^^^fPP 
will join yours, and its work will be perfeetecP^ 

Mordecai’s pause seemed an appeal which De- 
ronda’s feeling would not let him leave unanswerecl 
He tried to make it truthful; but for Mordecafs 
ear it was inevitably filled with unspoken meanings. 
He only said — 

Everything I can in consc'ienco do to make 
your life effective T will do." 

know it," said Mordecai, in the tone of quiet 
certainty which dispenses with further assurance. 

I heard it. You see it all — you are by my side 
on the mount of vision, and behold the patlis of 
fulfilment whicli others deny." 

He was silent moment or two, and then went 
on meditatively — 

“You will take up my life wheie it was broken. 
I feel myself back in that day when my life was 
broken. The bright inoniing sun was on the quay 
— it was at IVicste — the gainieiits of men from all 
nations shone like jewels — the boats were pushing 
off — the Greek vessel that would land us at Beyrout 
was to start in an hour. I was going with a mer- 
chant as his clerk and companion. I said, I shall 


behold the lands and people of the Eas^ and I 
shall speak with a fuller vision. 1 breathed tlieu 
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as you do, without labour ; I had the light step and 
the endurance of youth ; I could fkst, I could sleep 
on the hard ground. I had wedded povoriy, and I 
loved my bride — for poverty to me was freedom. 
M|g||||ut exulted as if it had been the heart of 
, Maimon, strong with the strength of 

years, and knowing the work that was 
toiHPmem. It was the first time I hod been 
south : the soul within me felt its former sun ; and 
standing on the quay, where the ground I stood 
on seemed to send forth light, and the shadows 
had an azure glory as of spirits become visible, I 
felt myself in the flood of a glorious life, wherein 
my own small year-counted existence seemed to 
melt, so that I knew it not ; and a great sob arose, 
within me as at the rush of waters that were too 
strong a bliss. 8o I stood there awaiting my odlU- 
panion ; and I saw him not till he- said : * Ezra, I 
have been to the post and there is yoni letter.' ” 

“ Ezra ! ” exclaimed Derouda, unable to contain 
himself. 

“ Ezra,” repeated Mordecai, affirmatively, en 
grossed in memory. ‘‘I was expecting a letter; 
for I wrote continually to my motlicr. And that 
sound of my name was like the touch of a wand 
that recalled me to the body wlierefrom I had been 
released as it were to mingle with the ocean of 
human existence, free from the pressure of indi- 
vidual bondage. X opened the letter ; and the name 
came again as a cry that would have disturbed me 


in the l^som of heaven, and made me yearn to 
reach where that sorrow was. — ‘Ezra, my sonl”' 
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Mordeoai paused agBiny his imagination amsted' 
bj the grasp of that long-past moment Deronda’s 
mind was almost breathlessly suspended on what 
was coming. A strange possibility had suddenly 
presented itself. Mordocafs eyes were 
in abstracted contemplation, and in a 
he went on — 

“ She was a mother of whom it might 1 
— yea, might have como to be said, ^Her ohildifeii^ 
arise up and call her blessed.’ In her I understood 
the meaning of that Master who, perceiving the 
footsteps of his mother, rose up and said, ‘The 
majesty of the Eternal cometh near ! ’ And that 
letter was her cry from tho depths of anguish and 
desolation — the cry of a motlier robbed of her little 
one. I was her iddest. Death had taken four 
babes, one aftoi tlio other. Then came late my 
little sister, wlio was more tlian all the rest the 
desire of hei- motlier’s eyes ; and the letter was a 
piercing cry to me — ‘ Ezra, my son, I am robbed of 
her. He has taken her away, and left disgrace 
behind. They wdll never come again.’” — Here 
Mordccai lifted his e^es suddenly, laid his hand on 
Deronda’s arm, an<l said, “ Mine was the lot of 
Israel. For the sin of the father my soul must go 
into exile. For the sin of tlie lather the work was 
broken, and tho day of fulfilment delayed. She 
who bore mo was desolate, disgraced, destitute. I 
turned back. On tho instant I turned her spirit, 
and the spirit of her fathers, who had worthy 
Jewish hearts, moved within me, and dpew me. 
God, in whom dwells the universe, was within mer 
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•as the strength of obedience. I tamed and tra- 
velled with hardship — to save the scant money 
which she would need. 1 left the sanshine, and 
travelled into freezing cold. In the last stage 1 
aight in exposure to cold and snow. And 
) beginning of this slow death.^' 
let his eyes wander again and removed 
Deronda resolutely repressed the ques- 
tions which urged themselves within him. While 
Mordecai was in this state of emotion, no other con- 
fidence must bo sought than what came spontane- 
ously : nay, he himself felt a kindred emotion which 
made him dread his own speech as too momentous. 

^‘But I worked. We were destitute — everything 
had been seized. And she was ill : the clutch of 
anguish was too strong for her, and wrought with 
some lurking disease. At times she could rtot 
stand for the beating of her heart, and the images 
in her brain became as chambers of terror, where 
she beheld my sister reared in evil. Tii the dead 
of night I heard her crying for her child. Then I 
rose, and we stretched fortli onr arms together and 
prayed. We poured forth our souls in desire that 
Mirah might be delivered from evil.” 

‘‘Mirah?” Deronda repeated, wishing to assure 
himself tliat his ears had not been deceived by a 
forecasting imagination. ‘‘Did you say Mirah?" 

“ That was my little sister’s name. After we had 
prayed for her my mother would rest awhile. It 
lasted hardly four years, and in the minutes before 
she died, we were praying the same prayer — I aloud, 
she silently. Her soul went out upon its wings.” 
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“Have ydu never since heard of your sister?” 
said Deronda, as quietly as he could. 

** Never. Never have I heard whether she ms 
delivered according to our prayer. I know^M^l 
know not. Who shall say where the pat] 

The poisonous will of the wicked is 
poisoned my life — it is slowly stifling thS 
Death delivered rny mother, and I felt it a blese^- 
ness that I was alone in the winters of suffering.*^ 
But wl^at are the winters now? — they are far off” — 
here Mordecai again rested his hand on Deronda’s 
arm, and looked at him witli that joy of the hectic 
patient which pierces us to sadness — “there is 
nothing to wail in the withering of my body. The 
work will bo the bettor done. Once I said, the work 
of this beginning is mine, I am bom to do it, 

I shall do it. I shall live in you. I shidl 
live in you.” 

His grasp had become coiivulsivc in its force, and 
Deronda, agitated as he had ne\cr betn before — the 
certainty that this was Mirah’s brother suffusing 
his own strange relation to Mordecai with a new 
solemnity and tenderness — felt his strong young 
heart boating faster and Ins li])H paling. He shrank 
from speech. He feared, in Mordecai’s present state 
of exaltation (already an alarming sti-ain on his 
feeble frame) to utter a word of revelation about 
Mirah. He feared to make an answer below that 
high pitch of expectation wdiich* resembled a flash 
from a dying fire, making watchers fear to see it 
dying the faster. His dominant impulse wfts to do, 
as he had once done before : he laid his Arm gqptle 
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luMid on tbe hand that graaped him. Mordeoid^a, aa 
if it had a soul of ita own — for he was not diatmctly 
willing to do what he did — relaxed its grasp, and 
tnn^d upward under Deronda’s. As the two pcdms 
pressed eaoh other, Mordecai recorered 
of his surroundings, and said — 
go now. I cannot talk any longer.” 

And in fact they parted at Cohen’s door without 
haying spoken to eaoh other again — merely with 
another pressure of the liands. 

Deronda felt a weight on him which was half 
joy, half anxiety. The joy of finding in Mirah’s 
brother a nature evert more than worthy of that 
relation to her, had the weiglit of solemnity and sad^ 
ness : the ’ reunion of brother and sister was in 
reality the first stage of a supreme parting-^ like 
that farewell kiss which resembleB greeting, tfiat 
last glance of lovo which becomes the sharpest 
pang of sorrow. Tlicn there was tlie weight of 
anxiety about tlio revelation of the fact on both 
sides, and tl)e arraugenients it would be desirable 
to make beforehand. I Bupposo we should all have 
felt as Deronda did, without sinking into snobbish- 
ness oi the notion that the priin.il duties of life 
demand a morning and an evening suit, that it 
was an admisKible desire to free Mirah’s first meet- 
ing with her brother from all jarring outward con- 
ditions. His own sense of deliverance from the 
dreaded relationship of the other Cohens, notwitb^ 
standing their good nature, made him resolve if 
.possiblA to keep them in the background for Mirah, 
im^l her acquaintanoe with tliem would be an un- 
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iwred renddring of gratitude for any kindHesa tliey 
had shown towards her broth6r4 On all accounts 
he wished to give Mordeoai surroundings not only 
more suited to his frail bodily condition, but l ess o f 
a hindrance to easy intercourse, even api|||||H|| 
jthe decisive prospect of Mirah’s taking up 
^th her brother, and tending him throup|H||P 
precious remnant of liis life. In the heroic dlMui^ 
great recognitions are not encumbered with these 
details ; and certainly Deronda had as reverential 
an interest in Mordecai and Mirah as he could have 
bad in the oAspring of Agamemnon ; but he was 
oaring for destinies still moving in the dim streets 
of our earthly life, not yet lifted among the constel- 
lations, and his task presented itself to Inm as diffi- 
cult and delicate, especially in persuading Morde- 
cai to change his abode and habits. Concerning 
Mirah’s feeling and resolve he had no doubt : there 
would be a complete union of sentiment towards 
the departed mother, and Mirah would understand 
her brother’s greatness. Yes, greatness ; that was 
the word which Deronda now deliberately chose 
, to signify the iinpn^ssioii that Mordecai made on 
him. He said to himself, perhaps rather defiantly 
towards the more iiegati\e sjiirit within him, that 
tliis man, however cn-atio some of his interpreta- 
tions might be — this consumptive Jewish workman 
in threadbare clothing, lodged by charity, deliver- 
ing himself to hearers who took his thoughts with- 
out attaching more oonsequenoes to them than the 
Flemings to the ethereal chimes ringing abovb^Sfiir 
uMikei-places — had the chief elements of greatne^ : 
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a mind oonsoionsly, energetically moving with the 
larger march of human destinies, but not the less 
full of conscience and tender heart for the footsteps 
that tread near and need a leaning-place; capable 
^MHoeiving and choosing a life’s task with far-off 
i^Hjlii^yet capable of the unapplauded heroism^ 
turns off the road of achievement at the call 
of the nearer duty whose effect lies within the 
beatings of the hearts that are close to us, as the 
hunger of the unfledged bird to the breast of its 
parent. 

Deronda to-night was stirred with the feeling that 
the brief remnant of this fer> id life liad become his 
charge. He had been peculiarly wrought on by 
what he had seen at the club of the friendly indif- 
ference which Mordecai must have gone on ^en- 
countering. His own experience of the smftll 
tfiat ardour can make for ilsolf in ordinary mindlf 
had liad the effect of inci easing his reserve ; and 
while tolerance was the easiest attitude to him, 
there was another bent in him also capable of be- 
coming a weakness — the dislike to appear excep- 
tional or to risk an ineffective insistance on his 
own opinion. But such caution appeared con- 
temptible to him just now, wdion he for the first 
time saw in a complete picture and felt as a reality 
the lives that bum themselves out in solitary en- 
thusiasm : martyrs of obscure circumstance, exiled 
in the rarity of their own minds, whose deliverances 
in other ears are no more than a long passionate 
sottTflqhy^nnlesB perha{0 ^ last, when they are 
necu'ing the invisible shores, signs of recognition 
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and fulfilment may penetrate the cloud of loneli- 
ness ; or perhaps it may be witli them as with the 
dying Copernicus made to touch the first printed 
copy of his book when the sense of touch was gone, 
seeing it only as a dim object through the d^ 
ing dusk. 

Deronda had been brought near to one offl 
spiritual exiles, and it was in his nature to feel 
the relation as a strong claim, nay, to feel his im- 
agination moving without repugnance in the direc- 
, tion of Mordecai’s desiies. With all his latent 
objection to schc‘ineB only definite in their gener- 
ality and nebulous in detail -in the poise of his 
sentiments he felt at one with this man who had 
made a visionary selection of him : the lines of 
what may be called tlicir emotional theory touched. 
He ’had not the Jewish consciousness, but lie had 
a yearning, grown the strongiT for the denial which 
had been his grievance, after the obligation of 
avowed filial and social ties. His fetOing was ready 
for difficult obedience. In tins way it eamo that 
he set about bis new task ungiudgingly ; and again 
be thought of Mrs Me^>riek as bis chief helper. 
To her first he must make known the discovery 
of Mirah’s brother, and with her lie must consult 
on all preliminaries of biinging the mutually lost 
together. Happily the best quarter for a consump- 
tive patient did not lie too far off the small house 
at Chelsea, and the first office Deronda had to per- 
form for this Hebrew prophet who claimed him as 
a spiritual inheritor, was to get him a healtq^ljdgv 
ing. Such is tlie irony of earthly mixtures, that 
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the heroes have not always had carpets and iea 
cups of their own; and, seen through the opex 
window by the mackerel -vendor, may have beex 
invited with some hopefulness to pay three hundrec 
in the form of fourpence. However, Der- 
|| mind was busy with a prospective arrange 
^ for giving a famished lodging some fbant 
likeness to a refined liome by dismantling his own^ 
chambers of hia best old books in vellum, his easiest 
chair, and the bas-reliefs of Milton and Dante. 

But was not Mirali to be there ? What furniture 
can give such finish to a room as a tender woman^s 
feoe ? — and is there any hamiony of tints tliat has 
such stirrings of delight as the sweet modulations 
of her voice ? Here is one good, at least, thought 
Deronda, that comes to Mordecai from his liaving 
fixed his imagination on me. He has recovered a 
perfect sister, whoso affection is waiting for him.' 


END OF THE SECOND VOLUME. 
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